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House of Cars 
By Vito Acconci 
Sculpture (usable architectural unit) Langton Street parking lot, San 
Francisco. A Housing complex, the components of which are used 
cars. 
The complex is multi-level and linear; its location is where it is 
a custom for cars to be - curbside, like ordinary parked cars, 
or in a parking lot, within the lines allotting a parking space. 
The complex is directional; the ground-level cars face one way, 
while the upper-level cars face the opposite way - the wheels 
have been removed from the upper case so that they are, in 
effect, carried by the lower cars. The cars are chrome-painted, 
uniform. The cars are welded together, with an internal struc-
ture. 
The ground level is made up of a single-level house and the first 
story of a double-level house: two cars placed one behind the 
other and separated by the space of a passenger-compartment. 
These two cars support the mezzanine level: one car whose 
front rests on the front of the second car and whose back rests 
on the back of the first car. The front of the mezzanine-level 
car helps support the second-story: the mezzanine-level car 
supports the back of a car whose front rests on the passenger-
compartment of the ground-level car in the rear. 
The complex has two porches; a front porch in the first car, 
that can be entered from outside - the hood, hinged at the back 
is propped up, and a single-level car-seat is wedged inside; and 
a back porch in the second-story car that can be entered from 
inside the complex - the hood, hinging at the front, is propped 
open, and a red awning connects the top of the hood with the 
top of the passenger-compartment. There are two entrances to 
the complex, one door opens into the single-level car, front, on 
one side, and one door opens into the ground-level car, back, 
on the other side; the rest of the doors are fixed shut: passage 
from car to car is by means of a stairway system in and out of 
cars. 
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The interior of each car is painted a single color, walls and fur-
nishings. The interior of the first car is red. Two double car-
seats are placed at right angles to each other, making an 
L-shaped couch. In the rear of the car, a red metal stairway 
goes out the back window, up the back of the mezzanine car, 
and into the back window of that car. 
The interior of the mezzanine car is black. In the middle, two 
single car-seats face each other, on either side of a central 
aisle. In the front of the car, a black metal stairway goes out 
the front window, up the back of the second-story car, and into 
the back window. 
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The interior of the second-story car is red. On the way into th 
car, a single car-seat, red, covers half the step. The seat face 
the back porch, swing - made from a rubber tire - hangin 
from the hood. The floor of the car has an opening cut into it 
as does the roof of the car below: a red metal ladder goes fror 
second story to first story. 
The interior of the ground-level car is black. In the back, a sit 
gle car-seat is set in front of a metal table, with a metal she! 
beneath , coming out from the trunk. In the front , a foam ma1 
tress and pillow provide a bed under the hood. 
Where Rape is Not a Crime 
By Alexandre Amprimoz 
So I caught the Mayor's son raping Lidia, the poor girl I 
loved but couldn't marry because I was a rich boy - that 
was at least what her kind and lovely mother had said to 
dissuade me; so rape was only a minor manifestation of 
the diabolic life, the daily routine of the village of black 
houses. Many years later, in a bar near L'Opera, while I 
was signing all my traveller's cheques to three knives and 
three dark faces - thinking that my end was near - I again 
saw the shepherd's cabin in my mind's eye - and con-
cluded that the whole world had become the village of 
black houses. Many years later when my daughter 
drowned in a cold Manitoba lake I should have thought of 
my friend Enzo Focolari who had ended the same way in 
the Lago di Como or of my colleague Pierre Desronces of 
the Ecole Normale Superieure who died of hydrocution 
while testing the water with his toes on the shore of La 
Repentie, a village near La Rochelle also haunted by cruel 
memories; but instead I thought of Lidia, the only 
memory that remains in us like a clear picture without 
ever being discoloured. 
But that evening my rage was still mounting like the tide. I 
hit the Mayor's son in the face and he fell, striking his 
head against the rough wall of the cabin. Lidia was sob-
bing and trying to rearrange her clothes as well as she 
could. Once the rapist was down I jumped on him and 
began to pound his face with my fist and the fact that he 
wasn't defending himself enraged me even more. 
'Stop it,' repeated Lidia: 'Do you want to kill him?' And I 
realized that she had guessed my intention. But then I 
don't know if I can speak of intentions because all this had 
happened so fast, out of reflex and now it had left me 
bewildered as I was beginning to understand that the 
village's germ of violence had also reached me. 'Let's get 
out of here,' she insisted. Finally, I spoke to her: 'Are you 
okay?' 'More or less,' she answered trying to smile 
through her tears. 
'I was on my way to The Philosopher's house. Do you 
want to go there or would you prefer that I brought you 
back home?' 
The Philosopher's house was closer and rumour was that 
he had once been a doctor. We began to walk across the 
muddy field. Lidia leaned on me making · strange soft 
sounds to appease her pain and tension. Perhaps it was 
better to leave her to her sad monologue, because I really 
didn't know what to say. 
'You're sure, you're okay?' 'Yes, yes,' she would repeat 
without really convincing me. Why had I been so violent 
with the Mayor's son? Perhaps my instincts - if not my 
reason - had told me that in the village of black houses 
there was no justice. If the police could allow a man to be 
beheaded every year out of superstitious traditions would 
rape even be considered as a serious offence? 
I imagined reporting the incident and punching the officer 
in the mouth when he would start to laugh in my face, tel-
ling me that I must have been some type of effeminate city 
boy to believe that the Mayor's son could be arrested for 
anything - even for a serious matter - but rape, was I jok-
ing? 
But we had reached the Philosopher's house and I 
stopped worrying because I wanted to believe that from 
then on all answers would be provided. 
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Danny on Yonge Street 
By Paul Arteau 
The foll01-1 1ing is an excerpt from a work in progress entitled 
'Danny on Yonge Street' . 
Graceful walk but did Danny along sidewalk cement, 
scuffed by Metro scene shoes of p~ssing citizens. _Danny's 
eye widened. Moment confrontahof! with dog bemg there 
aside bus-stop pole. After aQproachmg dog, Danny asked 
- 'You want to take a taxi?' to which barked dog and 
Danny tangoed his feet but only for a while. For Police 
patrol could pronounce penalty at Dan~y's f~cel~ss 
actions. So , in conformity , he moved on - with smile hid-
den . 
Wide expansion greeny with spring odourance abundant 
spelled park surrounded by side streets of scattered chil-
dren playing spor~s. Ou~ of limits ~ut Danny adyanced just the same. Arnval actioned as he Jumped and hit grass 
at severed second interval - but never fell backwards . 
Faces turned and grinned as Danny picked himself up as 
governor and walked quietly to\Yards side str~et. Small 
irritation child hit Danny on side of leg with broken 
hockey stick for interruption of hockey m~tch. :panf!y 
knew in mind kick in side of head was solut10ned m will 
but will could only explode in outer reaches of night-park 
atmosphere. So , ho~lmg, 'Be~t it, brat !', was emitted but 
rejected by goof giggles of m~ant hor~e. Flash of .ego-
spark sent Danny into reels without mmute so decision 
had to be made fast. Side streets spelled scenerey seekers 
and not meant for souls sold on expression. Return to 
central core had to make or risk perishing in people 's park 
by own hand. 
Walk wasn' t too drastic in length but became 
mindfulfillment when <lemoned drink vibes reached rock 
bottom as soon as feet felt floor of central core . 
Wander lust loomed throughout in large lengths though 
feet traveled the area countless times but no matter to 
Danny for exploring entitled his everyday-life. 
'Hey , ya got a smoke? You there, I'm askin ' ya, ya got a 
smoke ya can spare?' 
Words twirled Danny to source. Grimace answered ques-
tion. Short pause and , 'An extra-smoke? I'm from Tartu ,' 
came finally reply . 
Astonished alky asked again - 'Yeah , from Tartu , but do 
ya have an extra smoke?' 
Loosing ground for Danny? But , had to e!1d pointless 
speaking. 'The rodent! My bone s been bitten by _the 
rodent!' and man scurry-staggered away under reahty-
radiance lamp in safety , hurling bitching vibes, or thought 
Danny. Passmg stench of gibbering alky nauseated Danny 
into enveloping his outlook in terms of vomit-reflections 
but he quickly decided against petering off his puke and 
outcomed into petering his pain by form of planned pro-
test towards citizens. 
'Hey, you got a quarter?' No reply. 'Hey, Danny wants a 
quarter.' Frightened no reply. 
After the hours ticked by , Danny' s hand collected almost 
2 dollars for hamburger meal as hunger knifed thru 
stomach acids to reach fleshy membrane wall to announce 
arrival of Danny' s despised foe, hunger-reaction. 
Entrance into modern hamburger launge was met by static 
dehumanizing of his person as plastic seats and tables lay 
systematized everywhere. Purchase permitted by cash 
flow from his hand chemi-burgers were soon devoured by 
hungry heart. 
'Look, over there! Must be one of those nuts. ' 
'Yeah, you can usually tell by the strange look in their 
eyes.' 
'Lot's of nutty bums in downtown these days. ' 
Background musics for many munchings of mouth-chew; 
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the music Danny cared for but little . Survival had to be 
suggested everywhere and the times were becoming 
increasingly chillier as fall just a three month sprint past 
summer, well on its way. 
Playing careful chooser as to where he slept outside was 
one way to avoid sideshowing in public. He realized, 
despite low energy spell, survival sense had to be mani-
fe sted everywhere, in contrast to the Rodent's utter rej ec-
tion of such activity. 
Returning to street scene left still Danny in low gear 
period , energy seeping out of exploited body. Question 
that raged - how to heighten force s - fathomed greedy 
moment of reflection; psyche chewing at fibrous nervi-
cords to force messages to recapture original orgastic 
winter-lore. But snow could not be commanded to reign 
as psyche telecasted rain drizzle which bore fever of 
furied frenzy into Danny's forecast. Rain ripped at mind 
in torrents. His difficulty in keeping up with his christ-
reflecting was evident as torment cemented in sky now 
became known. It was then that he needed rhythm in his 
head but found instead a lullaby forced in his eye - as rain 
let off slightly. But it was not enough. His thoughts now 
rested on broken kites. Revolt from inside was converted 
into hideous nightmares. Anxiety seized Danny by the 
;yes and his nose began to drool , his mouth began to run. 
He appeared to have suffered ceasing spell of non-
;xistence but fought back in top form , but it was all use-
less. Retreat was all that he could muster. A white 
rabbit's tail he now had one , but shelter still too far away 
for escape-possible, dragging his naked shoes in the dusty 
~torm. 
'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+ 
Unclassified Yields 
By Ben Azarm 
On the verbal side of the table 
with no orientation of casting; listener's services 
stretch out 
to Modesto, and even as far as Encino. 
The criteria call for a dandy of the media to book an 
even bet 
on fraud of personalities, providing the helpers 
wouldn't talk. 
& on the deal of passion 
the voice writers kick the darling of the lecture-media 
industry 
circuit when surrounded by coaxed creatures of 
earners. 
Roy Henry, or Henry Roy, whichever comes first, 
would then 
have to register with the organizations of conference. 
Any attempt to discern whether either way may then 
bring a painted 
pig into the picture. 
& when the random sampling of bad apples turns out 
to have an 
F-distribution while trying to find out why Alger Hiss 
is still a 
lawyer drop a hat and start making $350 million a 
year. 
well, the franchized speech patterns industry will 
soon 
off er photographs of points of view at their annual 
tiki torch sale for price of a memory 
Just a memory 
on the waiting line of the J.C. Penney look-alike 
Ralph Lauren polo shirt contest 
pale green top-side rs. 
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Scrabble Babble, a Moveable Text: . 
Choice and Chance in Heterotextuahty 
By Raphael Barreto-Rivera 
R, 
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Searchless Warrant 
By Charles Bernstein 
Germinal detonation inculcates missing resemblance 
not otherwise pared, or, wishing you'd said, sank 
curtly, brusque insolence narrowing on dated 
theatrics, 
brutalized homilies to regulated mists. The parson 
takes the moment to wish for a speedy return in a 
gabardine 
suit. Drips decorate the porcelain, view 
is emblazoned on polished pretense, insular 
monuments. A restive restraint corrals 
the aroma; reception areas are cordoned 
off in other words liquid laminated. Restraint 
takes a breather, ripping through halls of necrotic 
prostration, autochthonous 
titillation. Vehement interlocution denudes reptilian 
cleavage (fiduciary squirrels). The allot is haggle 
ecstacy, spec'd out on charm. Embue is given but 
shifty (mobilized wingspan). She detours at torn 
shock. Brays beguile injection, reduplication 
of absolves, if invincible 
lobby fever, nest on the town: vindicates aviation. 
Eyes 
tumble (encaged encaustic). Who emblem ablative 
decoration, 
marsh keyed at vagrant tusk. The or angiotropic 
miasma (charisma): sputter at ooze. Gulled by splash, 
guttered by inadvertent remission. Then unbutton 
your presentient irritation, take coil for 
describe, which powers moody harbingers. These 
_ ammo places 
blast all semblance of decorum - jaded lids 
of betterment's employ. Search or set upon, entitling 
harbors. For instance, detonate when you mean 
debutante, 
fan when furnace. Stalk of at what within which lords: 
neuter shibboleth. For instance, vaccination when 
you indicate 
stormwindow (saronged widow). Increments of 
routine 
disinterest disabling trapezoids: trampolines of the 
spleen. 
gimmee fever 
Decrire le mots du corps 
Par Claudine Bertrand 
Entre Montreal et Paris 
la peau familiere 
entre ciel et terre 
des lignes transatlantiques 
au-dessus du Groenland 
comme un baume blanc aerien 
Entre deux sommeils 
le bleu de la nuit 
et celui du jour 
reprendre ce geste 
des traces inscrites 
au corps du quotidien 
de l 'ecran / des nuages 
entre le diurne 
et le nocturne 
la chair du verbe 
comme une necessite 
lecture suspendue / zone de turbulence 
je m 'attache au texte qui clignote 
Entre le brouillard 
je relis les mots de la nuit 
je suis celle qui dessine 
des lignes entre 
les blancs du texte 
et sur le mot deja Ia 
entre-decouverte 
Jes yeux a demi-ouverts 
sur l 'infocatastrophe 
du deja vu a l'envers 
et je pousse ma lecture 
entre les lignes vers elle 
jusqu'en ses ailes entrouvertes 
vers la peau familiere 
ecrire le corps 
ecrire directement sur le corps 
la peau familiere 
I'art moderne 
VIANEWYORK 
les multiples visages 
LE COEUR AU METIER 
~ 
Derriere . 
I' auto portrait 
UNE FEMME MEURTRIE Les -,~~~ . niots .. ~' . 
· pour le dire 
L!lff N·EMA QUI S'ECRIT ( 
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poems from the canyun 
by bill bissett 
the following texts are from canyun uv the flying mattresses, a 
work in progress. 
t h r o n e s U V c o r m o r a n t s 
wer not d e wing what we think wer dewing sumtimes we tell peopul what wer 
dewing n that dus int work out aneething sumtimes we say what it is~ thats 
ok th consciousness keeps on changing say nothin for a whil it all goez 
pay evreething for a whil n what is to pay whats normal its not reel forget 
th lines feel a cold chill go back to th rectangul breathing get mor soshul 
thats sumtimes fine get mor alone thats okay thers gud stretches n patchee 
times get to th bed thers a !rend uv mine lite anothr menthol pay th rent 
se~ a great moovee visit all our conflicting therees make a brek for it n 
th angels lay down voices dripping in lite cumming thru cement 
th image to leen into on repairs th need i phond yu n i didint 
show i held yu n i didint know is it alrite if i say i dont know 
what we felt we cudint ,dew what we feel we cant get dun watching insted uv 
dewing th notes ar ther ar all around us ange l hair enlivns th feeturs uv 
th dansing prayrs fastr than th words ar running my tongue ovr yr teeth n 
gums eyez opning see th craydul eyez opni ng see th sailing bear eyez opn 
ing thers talk in th gardn eyez opning talk in th village talk in th prayr 
compeeting powr fee rs tonite ium not thinking uv anee destinee · is it alrite 
if i say i dont know say nothin for a whil it a ll goez th consciousness 
keeps on changing th notes ar ther a r al l around us angel hair enlivns 
th feeturs uv th dansing prayrs fastr than th words ar tongue ovr th eyez 
opning see a craydul mouth opning see th sailing bear eyez opning thers 
talk i n th gardn swaying p rayrs in th winds entring th village opning th 
windows seeds seeds fl y ing into our rooms th objects disapeer bcum 
gol dn hummmm we disapeer entr th molecular transparensees go. up into 
mor ~h~n air is it alrite if i s ay i dont know i sd is it alrite 
say nothin for a whil it all goez n i want to hold yu want 
to know yu 
letting go i am yu nth dansing bear hovring ovr th green hous 
lifting ovr th a ppul orchards th spirit ship s weeping th watrs out to see 
flying out uv ths hemispheer ovr th eyez its all goldn sweet violet sun 
set its all dansing ovr th village its all talking whispring 
singing ovr th gardn its all heer n go innnnnnnnnnnn facees apeer 
in n out uv th branches see birds hovring inn out uv th logs 
rocks n wher th thrones ar suspending fade i go into th time 
tunnul meet yu ther kneel ovr yu take yu into me its twentee 
be low out the r th g laciers ar mooving clos r brite eyez skin 
as warm as eyez uv th deer in th wind e e air see th 
gardn talk in th windo see th sail ing bear talk in th prayr see th nite go 
talk in th time tunnul th glaciers ar g.etting closr eye kneel ovr yu take 
yu into me skin as warm as eyez as brite as fastr th running deer 
who cud have predictid anee uv ths rernembr what it was 
like wher we came from on our othr planet always dry 
orange but with plentee to drink creeturs didint eet 
each othr our place now in th univers is mor strange 
ride up ths time thru th frasr canyun purpul watr brite 
red hills grey blu rocks mountain goats herds uv gophrs 
racing in th dust theyr tiny feet making hold on th slippree 
ground scrambling uphill small birds hi above th falls 
trying to keep an eagul away from theyr nest ar we welcum 
in th reel world heer th fish ar dying th salmon n peopul 
killing each othr all th time evn with words from theyr 
feer uv loving that they mite b lovd or left alone nothing 
to possess suspiscus uv need th hurt it can latr engendr 
so building sum friez ikon to prevent or encourage living 
touch ths nite we bcum togethr haida argolite pipe stem 
first ther wer two uv us thn joining hed to limb east indian 
erotik tempul but its heer in vankouvr pacifik washing ovr 
our feet five uv us all plugging taking connecting a 
muscular wall n we cum fall ovr sum uv us onto th logs 
wheww i sd our eyez wolf glee.m bcum th lite uv th moon 
thats disapeerd in us inside us now we swallowd it cum 
out n shining on each othrs life remembr ths ceremonee th 
rest isolaysyun leening tord th darkr vishyun closing in 
on th bulb in our heds my hed th rest is so obvious as 
to not comment on i send yu greetings from th futur wher 
we will b next letting go uv th full moon cry uv th loon 
ovr th fire liquid bowl minds eye lung thirst each othr 
arms uv desire in my mouth cum agen n agen inside th hot 
j ournee why run from letting go uv ths time will not b 
eazee swimming inside th torso requires forgetting feer uv 
deth voices whispring ovr th balconee i cud rise up agen 
ovr th moss n frost kiking sand kiking skeletal remains uv 
civilizaysyun filing bypassing what its onlee me hungree 
agen lites shining thru my lips n eyez no feer uv loss we 
know its not eazee xcept whn it is thats sumtimes hard to 
recall thers a lot uv waiting sum careful looking n thn 
th touching hard heart opn agen for th first time if it 
is opning 
Spanish Burial 
By George Bowering 
From 77 Poems for People, a work in progress. 
This morning's old bridge is made of 
high broken clouds of ashen May. 
In a poor house a man has died 
a poor square house containing' a ground-down dead man 
dead man small as a fish's scale 
hung on the hook of the sun. 
The dea? man's little parade passes through dust 
hanging over decaying streets· 
it is. a ribbon of black water filled ~ith violet gleams 
m the puddles. 
And an odor of rotten metal 
slaps the heads of the pallbearers. 
It's a long road climbing to the eye of the church· 
slow march of the black cart ' 
' the sluggish horses , & the coffin 
that weighs heavy as the blue light 
of a dead pigeon. 
The cross stands between candles on the dim mountain 
that lifts the road 
& a few clouds of straw muffling the horizon. 
Morning ripples like a banner of tears 
& the dead man grinds patterns in every face. 
Slow is t~e steep road, like a long rag 
slapping the cheek of Nada· 
slow the people who must carry the dead man 
slow the thin dirty spectre horses ' 
of cloud & sun stamping on the dead man. 
These men grab the coffin still 
& underneath is the mouth of the church. 
adapted from Manuel Pcheco 
Election Poem 
Deposed election time politicians 
yakking all over TV, 
& my wife sleeping in bed, 
bare naked. 
I say fuck all politicians. 
I vote for my wife. 
I!lvel?t catchy words for campaign 
time IS yours, you poster fibs 
in your starch collars, wear 
straw hat for Saskatchewan 
vote, you're all Liberal Conservatives, I vote 
for the Venezuelan rebels & 
my wife, in bed & in forest -
we '11 shoot you all down 
. ' ' 
. It 11 come to that, but you '11 
nse from the grave 
& call 
another election. 
Television campaign trail I'm tired 
of your situation comedy, I don't 
even sing the national anthem 
at football games. 
My friend 
wants me to donate something 
to the party. Fuck your party. 
You're a long commercial, I'll go 
& get a glass of lemonade 
from the fridge. 
& wait for 
the late movie, it's The Werewolf. 
He's out for blood 
once in a while 
too. 
(Alberta) 17 
365 Postcards 
By Donald Brackett 
Dear Gerry, 
We must respect all representatives of the mineral king-
dom. Please pay no attention if you hear rumours that I 
have been put into an institution. Such rumours start from 
the shoes of our enemies. Our enemies wear loafer shoes 
the colour of georgia soil, but instead of pennies in the 
leather slot they seem to have eyes. Whereas we are 
friends of the highest order and as such only wear dic-
tionaries strapped to our feet with elastic bands. My pair 
are thumb-indexed, yours are not. 
This is only a hotel in a foreign land. I'm just a tourist 
here like everyone else, except that I have no passport 
and so they won't let me leave the country. Did I leave my 
passport with you by any chance? If so, then please for-
ward it backward so I can leave at once. Another thing -
tell me what my photograph looks like - do I have dark 
hair and eyes as I suspect? 
Yes, a bureau offering exotic vacations in hell - I booked 
my holiday with a special charter company whose office 
had carpets on the walls and ceilings, not just the floor. It 
was very quiet. My travel agent's voice reverberated and 
bounced from wall to wall. I can hear the echo still. The 
sound of a baseball bat rubbing the bristles of a doormat. 
Quite a commodity - but customers who purchase silence 
by the pound require maps of a territory where the only 
tourists are salesmen carrying suitcases filled with 
silence. Interviews with them are only fragments of a film. 
But the language here is definitely a problem. Eveybody 
speaks a different language, how can we ever hope to 
understand each other? Only if we stop talking you say? 
You said it, not me. Well, it goes without saying, doesn't 
it. But it goes without saying that it goes without saying, 
doesn't it. 
My hotel is just on the border, that was how I was able to 
write to you. Are you actually reading this letter? The 
hotel lobby for instance, is built inside a 320 foot crater 
formed by a 100 kiloton underground explosion which dis-
placed 12 million tons of earth. Didn't you read about it in 
the newspapers? 
My doctor said that I was born in a closet full of speed 
with a head full of groceries. I think that was it. The doc-
tor just now shuffled by and I had to salute him in that 
special way he likes. My pencil needs to be sharpened. 
So welcome to the museum where the inhabitants are part 
of the exhibits. The house we live in is built of words, each 
brick is a breath that bangs the building into shape. Fig-
ures of speech walk back and forth and up and down the 
dark corridors. Some are still perpetually washing their 
hands in thin air, others repeat the alphabet endlessly, 
much to the chagrin of their guardians, who speak only in 
songs. 
You can tell my relatives that there are no prison guards 
here at all, only guardians, and our guardians wear 
casual uniforms and carry dim flashlights into the morn-
ing gardens. That is why they speak in songs, for they are 
not captives in what one comedian called the prison-
house of language. My personal warder only answers my 
questions to the tune of 'We'll Meet Again', by Vera 
Lynn. Remember that one, a wartime song I think? 
Down the dark corridors they walk, my foreign family. 
Rumour has it that two figures of speech from the second 
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and t~ird floors are having a torrid love affair. I do so 
hope zts true. Nouns flirt with verbs on the elevators 
whi~e adjectives try to caress whole sentences Jror:i 
behznd. Yesterday a preposition was attacked by an 
adverb carrying a broken bottle. But I love them all my 
foreign family, even though some of them make my ~yes 
go ~rossed or fill my ears with the sound of distant cash 
regzsters. 
Others ha~e. special messages to transmit immediately to 
the authontzes based on secret information delivered per-
sonally to them by- the aliens who landed in their back-
yards each e~e:7-ing to sniff out their barbeque pit. Our 
ashes are thezr Jewels. Of course I believe them! These are 
kep~ und~r lock and key in seclusion of course. Of course I 
don t belzeve them! No, there are no aliens. The invasion 
will occur from the inside, not the outside. No , there is no 
out~ide. I lost my-horse in space. 
Allow me to describe the architecture of the institution in 
which we are housed. Since the outside of our institution 
is. like the inside. of an aquarium, the style is at first 
difficult to determzne, somewhat like bauhaus underwater. 
A biological building where the walls feel like cool febru-
ar~ skin. The roof appears to be constructed of dry blonde 
hmr ~nd each wzndow has a series of strings dangling 
from its ledge. From the outside of the institution the win-
dows l?ok like ~oes drilled into the earth with gigantic 
fountazn pens uszng grey ink. From the inside the windows 
look like portals in the side of some huge shtp sailing 
t~rough ~n immense darkness. Naturally the building is 
~1rcular, if only to confuse those foolish enough to wander 
m out of th.e coldness of space. One can literally spend 
years roamzng around these corridors without ever arriv-
in? anywhere. at all and yet cherish the feeling of accom-
1:Lzshment whzch a hamster surely feels while revolving on 
lfs lovely chrome wheels. Experiments? What experi-
ments? 
I only hope they don't make me walk into that room with 
the carpet made of living mice. What a screeching sound 
they make when you step on the furry grey broadloom of 
wall to wall mice. 
Every so often a dangerous inmate will smash a ladder 
through a window in order to escape. But the ladder is 
only made of yellow legal paper and it crumples out into 
the air, splintering into the sunlight. And as the window 
breaks (which will happen if the words written on the 
paper are powerful enough), it is not an alarm which goes 
?ff but rather, a sudden upsurge of music, as if one had 
Just par~chuted into a concert hall during a performance 
of the mnth symphony. But every day is like this. Allow 
n:e to describe our schedule here - no, I don't have the 
tzme.Jor such a luxury now. Time is money, money talks, 
talk 1s cheap. 
~he furnitur~ among us is constructed of an alluring rep-
tzl~ scale .fimsh, but I am afraid that the lizards are still 
altve. S?me insurance policy! When certain of our friends 
are _excited, the furniture starts to sweat. Look at that 
chmr! The lawn is littered with the following small monu-
ments to short breath: 
1 · A di~loma frc:m an institute of higher learning, in Latin. 
~- A birth certificate from the institute of death on the 
znstallment plan. 3. A driver's license from the waterfall 
at the edge of the world. 4. A death certificate printed on 
P.T. Barnum stationery. 
You live in the city of mirrors, country of sighs, I live in 
the butcher shop of the mind, where thoughts hang on vel-
vet hooks. This is what it feels like to live surrounded by 
space. Hear the bells? The walls grow fur at night which 
brus~es up a_gainst. the f<:et of our beds, feet blistered by 
~alkmg an 1ncred1ble distance without ever moving an 
z~c_h. D?n't get cocky? Being an inmate is just like being a 
Clttzen zn your own free country. But your room is bigger. 
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Count your blessings. This is just like living inside a ball 
floating down a river of electrified water: 
Home is where the head is, after all. What time is it? At 
eight o'clock there is a special television program and I 
have to wrap my legs in aluminum foil . I feel like we' re all 
living frozen on our own individual picture postcards, one 
for each day of the year. Yet we' re free to travel any-
where . Don't you? Yes, the postcards are very huge , even 
gigantic. My particular postcard is entitled: 'Getting 
Ready for the World'. Which gives me an idea. I think I'll 
send you a postcard, one for every day of the year. All 
right? By that time maybe my hands will be able to follow 
simple instructions (after all, that IS why I'm here isn't 
it). Obey me, hands! A cat with green eyes just jumped on 
my lap and now its starting to sniff my eyes. What time is 
it? 
I'm starting to feel like I'm on the witness stand but no 
one has consulted me about the things I saw. Should I 
admit to anything just to get away from all these attor-
neys? Are you still there? How is the weather there? Here 
the weather is stored in glass cylinders and kept down-
stairs in the refridgerator. 
You 've heard of living a hand to mouth existence? I envy 
the masters of the streets outside. This is a hand to ear 
existence, its quite dreadful the things we hear about, liv-
ing inside a brain the size of a building. Hand me my 
shopping cart and point me to the oceans of talkative 
soup flowing through the streets. 
All these attorneys barking like brilliant dogs - all these 
libraries filled with blank books and dangerous escaped 
circus animals - all these hospitals with their elevator-
shaft cures - all these insurance companies with their 
guided tours of the centre of the earth - all these schools 
with their trained-pet degrees - all these political parties 
with their interchangeable dance numbers - all these 
churches like vacuum cleaners full of fear - all these 
nations with different definitions for the same words and 
the weapons to define it - all these cultures with secret 
codes like grey magic just collecting dust - all these muse-
ums with their dreams of the future pressed between glass 
plates - all these men and women seeking desperately to 
escape glass plates - all these men and women seeking 
desperately to escape from the terrorist state of interna-
tional childhood - all these kidnap victims held ransom for 
sixty-five years then suddenly released when it is already 
too late -
Excuse me for getting excited. I'd like to see them all fall 
from a high place. We have to get down to procedures for 
a well-timed ending. May I have a glass of water? We owe 
our allegiance to all representatives of the mineral king-
dom. Now if you'll excuse me, I must take the paper this 
message is written on and smash it through the nearest 
window, and if you had any sense - you'd do the same. 
yours sincerely 
Hugo Ball Performs The First 
Sound Poem June 23, 1916 
By Tony Cosier 
The tank the truck the trench 
The wire the blade all the signs 
The civilized were going gathered 
Rationally warward 
Popped his brains out Pouf 
brought him back 
onstage 
in a cardboard cylinder 
blackwitch hatted 
caped like wings to the arms 
bul1eted 
babel 
leaden 
flying 
war wounded 
war wounded war wounded war woon ded war woooon ded 
WAR wounded War wound dead war wound dead war 
wounddead 
War wound dead womb war womb dead war wombed war 
womb bed 
wombe bed war womb bed war woo men dead womb men dead 
woo men dead woe men dead 
( half an hour of this) 
three times 
from three stands 
silent only when stagehands 
lugged him 
stand to stand 
still going when 
they packed him off 
still going 
in the afternoon 
no lights 
chairs 
a window open 
with a smokestack through it 
twice thirteen to start 
and at the end 
/ 
The soldiers stomped out streetward dressed to kill. 
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Blue Movie 
By Vince Chetcuti 
~trata of diamond sidewalks. Shoot scene of young woman 
m corner fair faced features thin and twisted . Scene 
in all ?ight haze gray silent streets depraved alleys 
meanmgless coccurrences all singular in emotion. 
Old eyes bloodshot and vain. 
Sharp metallic dream explodes in stellar dust of 
mercury fibres. Midnight lightning spurts blue 
phosph~rescent planets into rotating cycles of naked eyes. 
Stars spiral toward infinity. 
Movie .opens with man standing in blue theatre shivering 
tremb.lmg hands sick and inflamed. Swollen silver eyes 
melt hke hot butter spread over the thin metal pores 
of reality. 
Naked glow cosmic in opalescent crystal cycle . 
Strangers analyzed by remote control objectivity. 
Covered by vapour film of a blue carbonic movie. 
Lobotomized electric shocks screech past the night. 
Sparkling SORES. 
Tiny SPOTS of tranquility tumescent in swollen 
dissati sfaction. 
A sordid misunderstanding. 
Visionless opaque mirrors reflectjunk protracted glare 
fre.sh incessant scars CRACK SLASH OPEN only to groan 
qmetly 
Blue flesh stench of burning white smoke. 
Stairs of cruel disinterest drape 
the dismembered body of screaming allegory. 
Crystals of coke misty and filled 
with the forgetfulness of years. 
?o~e of school boys masturbating 
m tlfed stalls of institutional slumber. 21 
Body Sound Art Manifesto 
By Jean-Paul Curtay 
Lettrist performance-poet Jean-Paul Curtay presents 
several performance projects along with his recent Body 
Sound Art Manifesto. 
The pleasure of trav~ling light when you tour. 
The pleasure of playmg your body. 
The pleasure or controllmg I decontrolling flows of 
energy commg 
out of your cells through vibrations in the air. 
The pleasure of turning one's skin to a living skin's 
drum: 
skull, lips, cheeks, voice box, chest, hands, belly , 
thighs, 
feet. 
The pleasure of matching emotions to the sounds, to 
the dynamic 
of the sounds, to the rhythms. The surprise of having 
the sounds 
triggered by fake emotions, trigger sounds which 
trigger real 
emotions. 
The joy of regression into the primeval sounds of your 
pre-speech . 
life: orahty, anality;. genitality and the like. 
The amazement of reeling primeval forces invest 
sounds and give 
you the power of reworking with the strength of the 
the survival 
instinct on the knots of your present. 
The exultation of disclosing a most often repressed 
degree of 
transparency. 
The activation of mind / body through sound-making. 
The rerooting into fun, communication, creativity 
thro~h sound 
games. Fun of fun. Fun of communication. Fun of 
creativity. 
Communication of fun. Communication of 
communication. 
Communication of exploration. Creation of 
unexpected fun. 
Creation of unexpected communication. The 
d~Jightful discovery of 
creativity. 
Words qre supposedly generated from the left cortical 
hemisphere. 
Non verbal sounds get the images from the right 
cortical 
hemisphere , the emotions from the mammalian brain 
and the drives 
from the reptilian brain to the surface. 
Body sound art as an activator/ integrator. 
Body sound art as an off the masks art. 
Body sqund art to listen to our intimate universe's 
music. 
Body sound art to communicate with the preborn, the 
baby , the 
animal; the under-the-_ideologies human being, the 
unoer-the-conventtons 
human being, the under-the-cultures human being, the 
under-the-words human being. 
Body sound art to help clearing both internal and 
external 
universes from their anti-life threats. 
PERFORMANCE PROJECT: 
Little Body Sound Pieces solo - 10 minutes 
Mouth noises, percussion of the voice box, of the 
cheeks, rubbing the hair, scratching skin and hair, 
percussing the chest, the thighs, the feet - provide 
the matenal for several short improvised pieces. 
Biorhythm: The Oral Pole 2 tapes & solo - 20 minutes 
Stereo mix down of a 6 track tape overlapping 
sounds rendering the oral relationship in between 
mother and baby: sucking, blowing, calling~ saliva 
and water games (blowing bubbles) - The piece is 
built on different psychological textures - baby: 
need , satisfaction , frustration - mother: pleasure 
to answer , urge to refuse. 
The idea is to have an adult (the performer) to regress 
thanks to this sort of sound psychodrama to the 
'oral stage'. The performer plays roles (baby or 
mother or both) through sound-making until he / 
she gets into the emotional world of tlie oral 
perio.d and then plugs in his / her actual life 
confhcts to re-enact them. 
From a portable cass~tte player looped baby sounds (µunger cry, surpns~ coomg -) are amplified at 
times throug_h the mike (synthezizer modulation 
by Stephen Ruppenthal). 
Elefa,:ztasy (pre-piece) audience participation - 15 
mmutes 
Inspir~d bY. self-hypnosis rpethods, 'Elefantasy' is a 
gmqed imagery i:elaxation. The people in the 
audience are invited to close thetr eyes - if 
possibl~ to lie down - and the performers make 
suggestions for them to feel each Qart of their body 
'heavy, slow, calm, strong as an elephant.' 
How Dq You .Feel About - ? (//) audience 
participation 
Invitation to a collective non verbal sound 
improvisation activated ( or not if no need) by 
questions: 'how do you feel about being relaxed 
15 years old, 10 years old, 5 years old, a baby , ' 
being fed, being nursed, being let alone, etc. - '. 
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Scissors, Paper, Stone 
By Humberto Da Silva 
The story arbitrarily begins in the gazebo down by th~ lake. It is 
arbitrary that the story begins here because the gazebo is an arche-
type to the author. You see, the author once made love in a gazebo 
and has chosen to fate his characters to the same doom. 
The girl in the gazebo is named Elspeth because the author once 
desired a girl named Elspeth. The girl to whom the ~uthor made lo~e 
to in a gazebo was not named Elspeth. The boy m the gazebo is 
named Troy because the . author, who is no longer young enough t.o 
make love in a a gazebo, wishes to name his first son Troy. Troy is 
making love to Elspeth in the gazebo. 
Upon the hill, in the chinese lantern strung backyar~ of ~n Ewardian 
mansion, a party is in progress. Men are dressed m ~ailored. black 
dinner suits and women in Balenciaga gowns of every kmd of silk. 
A black dinner suit and a taffeta gown litter the gazebo floor. The 
hot secreted moistures of Troy and Elspeth are slowly ruining these 
garments. Elspeth demurely screams and the sound ~arries across 
the water to the author, who is sitting in a row boat with a bottle of 
gin. It is a tragic sonic principle that allows sound t? travel so clear~y 
over water for such long distances. Troy gently bites her lower hp 
thereby silencing her. Elspeth is thinking: how beautiful is I?Y ~over. 
Elspeth never thinks of anything else. Her love of .beauty ~ill ~ill her 
one day. Troy is beautiful ; everybody says Troy 1s beautiful ; m fact 
up on the hill right now one woman is saying to another woman: 
'That Troy , he is so very beautiful , don' t you agree?' The second 
woman, after sipping from a cocktail made with ~ much ?ett~r qual-
ity of gin than that of the author, agrees: 'Yes, he 1s beautiful. 
Troy' s beauty will not kill him one day. The author does . not 
begrudge Troy hi s beauty. The author once want.ed to be beautif~l. 
Elspeth weeps for Troy's beauty as he pum~s his lov~ at her with 
great fine sse. Moths and mayflies flutter frantically against the cruel 
screen walls of the gazebo. The smell of the feast inside has rendered 
them oblivious to the savaging of their fragile wings against the fine 
wire screening . The author is touched by the mar~yrdom of the 
insects. They too are not beautiful. Finishing the gm, the auth~r 
drops the bottle into the lake and rows toward the shore. By this 
time Elspeth is crying: ' No more , no more.' 
Troy diregards her supplications as she knows he will. Troy knows 
instinctively that Elspeth does not wish him to stop. Troy has ~xcel-
lent instincts. Troy lives off his instincts and his beauty. Troy 1s not 
very intelligent though, because the idea that son:ieone could. be 
beautiful and intelligent is alien to the author, who 1s not bea_utiful. 
Reaching the shore the author moors the boat and st~rts trudgm? .up 
the hill. Elspeth's loins are now more liquid than sohd .and sens1tiv.e 
only to the sea-like rhythm of Troy's hips . No longer 1s .the electn-
city generated by Troy 's cock setting off cherry bomb sized explo-
sions underneath her stomach. 
The author has crested the hill and is making his way through the 
party crowd toward Elspeth's husband. Normally polite ladies com-
ment loudly upon the author's tuxedo which is of a burgundy hue 
and trimmed in velvet. Men openly stare at the author and shake 
their heads supercilliously. They are wondering how the author 
made it past the doorman. Elspeth's husband is dismayed as the 
author approaches him. They have not been introdu~ed. He do~s n~t 
ever want to be introduced to the author. It would mterfere with his 
world view . 
The author informs you at this time that a small revolver has been 
placed beneath Elspeth's husband ' s cumberbund for the express 
purpose of shooting Elspeth just above the left breast. Although he 
has never seen this revolver, or touched it, when the occasion comes 
to use it he will not question its presence. The author stands close to 
Elspeth's husband and whispers: 
'Even as we speak your wife is cuckolding you in the gazebo.' Step-
ping out of range of the author's chemical after-shave, Elspeth's hus-
band indignantly roars: 
'Who sir, are you?' 
'An interested party.' 
I say this and skip down the hill to my boat. I row like a fiend a~d I 
am not a stone's throw across the lake when I hear the shot. It 1s a 
sad sound for it tells me that I can never have Elspeth now, she is 
dead. I let the boat drift. Troy swims past me, naked and beautiful in 
the cold water. I'd like to row alongside him and have him tell me if 
Elspeth died unselfishly , but he is swimming so fast. I could ne~er 
keep up. So I remain safely adrift , dreaming that I could be beau~1ful 
like Troy , or that I was ever so shameless as to make love m a 
gazebo. 
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Swift Current: Interview 
With Frank Davey 
Canada's first national litera,y database and informal network of 
writers began operation in the late summer of 1984. Using UNIX-
based VAX computers, one at Simon Fraser University in British 
Columbia and one at York Unh·ersity in Ontario, the project has 
linked more than 30 writers from coast to coast via a U. U.C.P. (unix 
to unix copy) line providing electronic mail, enabling collaborative 
projects, and creating an electronic magazine of current work. Unix 
communicates through 'C' language which can be compiled into 
Cl PM or MS/ DOS. As a result of the 'gateway' and 'terminal' pro-
grams prepared for Swift Current nearly all popular brand personal 
computers will be able to access the database making this form of 
electronic publishing available to individuals with their own personal 
computers, or to libraries, schools and other larger organisations. 
Subscriptions to Swift Current are now available on an individual 
and institutional basis. Rampike editor Karl Jirgens spoke with 
Frank Davey during the late summer of 1984. 
Kl: Could you tell us more about the VAX system being used 
by Swift Current? 
FD: This particular machine is a VAX 11-750 which is similar 
t~ the old PDP-1134. It has large address space a lot of opera-
tt~ms can be carried on inside the computer at o~ce. It has large 
~1sk stora~e spac~, and you can add more disk storage space to 
it so tha~ its possible t~ hav~ 80 ports on it, eighty phone lines 
or termmals plugged mto it and all of those users having 
acco1;1nts th~t are taking up space in the memory. The advan-
tage 1s that its a very powerful machine that can house Swift 
Current and ret find Swift Cur~ent a very small part of its 
overa_ll operatwns, so that I can, m effect ]ease space and time 
on this VAX at a very low rate because the University finds 
that Swift Current is in fact a very small part of the total work-
load of that computer. 
Kl: You once mentioned that you didn ' t think that this project 
could work as well in the United States as in Canada. Could 
you expand on that? 
FD: I can see that from a practical point of view that if I were 
to ~ry to set up in the United States, not only would I have to 
wnte a lot of letters to all of the eligible writers who might have 
somet~ing interesting to put up on the computer, but the com-
puter it.self would have to be extremely large, the communica-
tions b1l!s woul~ b~ enormous because instead of looking at 
forty wr~ters which ts what I hope to have working with Swift 
Current m the first year , we might be working with at least four 
hu~dred writers, probably with a thousand writers and if each 
wr~ter is contributing say, fifty thousand words a y~ar which is 
quite possible, then you ~re going to have enormous storage 
problems, your going to have to have a computer that has mul-
tiple telep~one _lin~s, also , y~m're going to service maybe ten 
tho.usand hbranes m the U mted States that will want to sub-
~cnbe, be~ause of the~r educational system - its not just larger 
!Il proport10n to the difference between the two countries, but 
its. a la_rger system. I think they educate more people at a 
~mvers1ty lev~l, so. rou would not only be handling subscrip-
tions from umvers1ttes , but state universities and state col-
leges., a~d junior colJeges and so on. The market for this kind 
of thmg m the states would be realJy too large. 
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Kl: You have always argued for writers controlling the means 
of publishing . Could you say more about that in light of this 
new electronic publishing proj ect? 
FD: I've always believed that people who control technol.og~, 
have effective control over what content that technology d1stn-
butes, so that people that control the book publishing industry , 
do control what books get published. Now, these people may 
be very benign perceptive generous people and often they have 
been, and they publish the kind of books that you or I may 
want to see published. But even more often than not , they use 
the technology not to serve literary but quite understandably to 
serve commercial ends. People who publish mass circulation 
books, are not interested in developing a literary heritage. And 
quite often the literary publishers will find that they have to 
find a balance between the commercially marketable book and 
the one that's going to be of literary significance, and these two 
are not quite the same. When writers control th.at .sa~e kind of 
technology, they don't have to make that d1stmct1on, they 
don't have to worry about whether a book is going to be of one 
kind or another. Its possible to publish a book which is of 
literary merit and happens to be of mass interest. That will also 
happen , the book will find its market, it may even be picked up 
for second printing by a publisher who can publish more, but 
the important thing for a writer is that the available technology 
be made to serve contemporary writing, and that the writers 
are not shut out of that technology in any significant way. With 
electronic technology, the stock market is being published, 
with electronic technology the business reports are being pub-
lished, with electronic technology scientific news letters are 
being published. There are commercially successful firms who 
find that their operations are enhanced by scientists communi-
cating with each other or by stock market information or busi-
ness information being available on line. Nobody's going to go 
out there and publish writing in this new technology. Nobody's 
going to allow writers to communicate to each other unless 
they get out there and do it themselves. I just don ' t see any 
generous spirit coming up and saying, 'OK, I'm not a writer , 
but I've always loved writing and culture, and I'm going to set 
up this database for you, and as writers you can use it and do 
whatever you want on it.' I don't see that happening. 
Kl: U of T professor Ian Lancashire suggested that reading 
material off of a monitor or televising screen or off of a print-
out would tend to affect the respect that the reader has for the 
printed word as prepared by the writer. How do you feel about 
this idea? 
FD: I think that there's an element of truth there , in that the 
monitor screen, the TV screen or the computer print-out all 
have associations with ephemerality. One might think of these 
and therefore the content as temporary, thus inconseijjlential. 
Swift Current of course isn't set up to be a medium for finisbed 
texts. Its meant to be a medium for the work in progress, or 
for the work just completed. Its meant to provide advance 
copies, or even advance notice of work which will soon be 
completed. I don 't see the TV screen or the computer screen 
as the medium for Swift Current. We 're using the screen 
mainly to show people what's on the database. If people want 
to read it , then we 're asking them to transfer it to their own 
microcomputers and print up a copy because I don' t think that 
a literary text can be read fairly as it scrolls on a computer 
screen. A literary text is something that you want to read, and 
re-read some lines of, or perhaps re-read the whole text again. 
Reading a literary text is not a totally sequential linear experi-
ence. It needs the printed page to go back to , to go over some-
time. 
Kl: So the end product is similar to what has been introduced 
as the Coach House Press 'Manuscript Series '? 
FD: That 's right. The Coach House manuscript edition series 
was published in quite difficult to read line-printer format -
type that was similar to poor typewriting. I didn ' t see any of 
those texts being disrespected by their readers, that didn't hap-
pen, in fact, perhaps a text receives greater acknowledgement 
because it is visibly a special text. I notice that when scholars 
go to work in libraries on manuscripts on the archives of a 
writer , that the hand-written page or the type-written page 
somehow attracts greater respect than the printed page. The 
printed page is available anywhere, but not everyone can have 
access to the holograph , or the handwritten page. So that its 
possible that Ian Lancashire 's comments should actually point 
the other way, in that this may be a text of greater interest, 
worthy of greater respect. 
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Kl: Do you see it as a kind of second cousin to the palimpsest? 
FD: ~ell,. yes. Th_e P,alimpsest is always there as a kind of 
metap or m the wnter s work. You re-work a text and re-work 
a text, you scratch o~t your corrections and so on: Electroni-
~ally of course the palimpsest erases its own evidence. In Swift 
ur:ent, some of that will be preserved in the co-existence of 
ear.her drafts. Another t.hing about Swift Current is that we are 
trymg. to develop a prmt-out facility which would print out 
~opy m the typestyles of present printed books· Baskerville 
aramond, Goudy, o~ _Times Roman or whatev:r. The A I~ 
MacIntosh h~s the ab1hty to print out in real typefaces so ~bat 
when you prmt ou~ on your computer printer instead of ettin 
tge tawdr¥ typewnter face that Ian Lancashire is talking !boutg 
t en yo~ ~ ac!ually get copy that had the worthiness i~ 
Lancashire s vie~ of the traditional bookface. I'm ho in 
Apple Canada will cooperate with us in develo in p h g 
~oftware to use th~ ~aclntosh in this kind of applicitio~ ~~ 
. ope to d.o an exh1b1t at expo 86 in Vancouver featurin ·rint 
mg of Swift Current pages in Apple MacIntosh typefacef p -
Kl: You were talking about ephemerality. J was wonderin 
;~eth:r ;ou1 ha~ conside,:ed ~he possible role that a project uf; LS m1g t p ay tn Canadwn LLterary history? 
~isto~y stands outside. If this works in b. 
h1stonans will look at this and say it w a . ig way' I suppose 
You can't be concerned with tha as an important moment. 
object's not to make hist ~ t~ough , because your 
work that' d'ffi I ory' your obJect s to make the project 
' s 1 cu t enough. On the other hand I' · 
to create ephemerality I th1·nk what , m not trymg 
· · . · a computer screen offe 
~s ~xtraorimanly greater speed. We can cut down the distani! 
t;p;~~~ ~/t~r~~n;kfaf theu~ext and the permanent validating 
ca h . ~e. vve can cut down on that time We 
wi~. ave ah wntehr contribute a manuscript to Swift Current and 
m a!1 our ave a bookstore in Vancouver rintin . 
~~!te~':'Il~~ type the. pages <?f that book, bindin: them gu~~~ 1~ 
book .Jv,n mg machme , selh~g them to a customer as a real 
in f. e can c.u.t dow~ the time between writing and publish-
ti g rom a trad1.t1onal s_1x months to a year period to a da 1 
ro:dnJh~~a':U~t:l;ynt~~es~~nfg,. bec~se writers have tradition~ily 
h I . Isa is ymg. Lou want to get back to th ~ o e mediaeyal situation; you wrote the book and e 
~\ to your a_ud1ence which included your friends or th~ui~:~1i~ 
e cou~t ctrcl~ and they read it and you were published You 
~c;;e an 1mmed_1ate respo~se. The current publishing sit~ation 
thenrft yg~~ wnt~ somd ethmg and a year later its published and 
. s rev1ewe over the next six month fi . . 
ieuite ud~satisfying psychologically. By the ti~~ ~~e w;~~~~ l! 
spon mg to your work, as a writer you've lost interest in it. 
Jz°~0:Je oke .sugg~sted that going through people's half-
si::i i w,or s tn Swift Current would be like going through 
e ody. s ~arbage. Personally I have found that arb 
can be qwte znteresting. What's your attitude towards t~is? age 
FD· I' h . 
as goin~e t~~;igr ht oughbt of gomg through a manuscript edition 
. . a. gar a~e can, on the other hand' a lot of th 
~~~e~1cmat~ng tscovenes of recent times have been accom~ 
quois garbf omg t. rouih people 's garbage. Going through Iro-
tory of arct:~o!igmyg ~ ro~gh Mayan garbage, the whole his-
as een to move through monumental 
works of city centres , like say in Tikal, where the German 
archaeologists uncovered and rebuilt the great temples where 
the centre of the culture was. Now, current archaeologists go 
out to the fringes of the jungle to try to find out how the people 
really lived who financed the building of these great temples. 
So the archaeologists now find it much more interesting to go 
to the fringes of the village, instead of looking at the great 
works, to go through the garbage, go through the peasant huts , 
find out what the people ate, what the farmers raised, what 
kind of trade was carried on between that particular city and 
other cities, f.od out by what economic basis, and what basis in 
everyday life, these monuments were built. If you look at our 
culture and you try to define it only by say, the National Art 
Gallery, the O'Keefe Centre, by Massey Hall, or by the 
Toronto Dominion tower, then that ignores Sudbury , that 
ignores farms in the west, it ignores smelters in Castlegar. 
Kl: I think that recently there has been a much greater interest 
in this. For example a group of sociologists are studying gar-
bage in the Los Angeles area with an eye to socio-political and 
economic ramifications involved with the types of garbage they 
discover at various sites. 
FD: Garbage I think is interesting because it enables one to 
understand process, and one of the big shifts in art in our own 
time has been to acknowledge process, and to elevate it to at 
least equal standing with product. It seems to me that someone 
who finds looking at Swift Current tantamount to looking 
through people's garbage and therefore unsatisfying, probably 
doesn't like looking through garbage, but perhaps more impor-
tantly doesn't like process, and in fact, wants a product. 
Kl: It seems clear that while modern works were clearly pro-
duct oriented, so-called post-structural or post-modern works 
are concerned with process, and that Swift Current reflects this 
newer concern. 
FD: I'm not sure about the labels, but I find the whole process 
of producing art to be more interesting, or as interesting as the 
product itself, and when I look in the product, what I see in it 
is evidence of how it was shaped. Its like when you look at a 
piece of obsidian, you see evidence of the volcano that shaped 
it, you look at a pond, you see evidence of the glacier that 
shaped it. 
For further information contact Swift Current clo Frank Davey 
at 104 Lyndhurst Ave. Toronto, Ontario, Canada M5R 2Z7. 
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Sense Shift Unknown 
By Sheila Davies 
Metropolia from a measure: geometry blocks and thin amber sticks 
of polyurethane. Tushingham cigarettes lie straight and flat and white 
in the 3 x 3 box he steadily alternates from hand to hand. He abbre-
viates the woman down to something which cannot be seen through 
her clothing. His mother wears a polished presentation. Whether 
she has a sleeping arrangement, which at this time in her life she 
does , is of no consequence to the particular moment. Or not in the 
same way his subsequent removal of a Tushingham White is. As the 
flame of the match ignites the pungent tobacco shreds, his eye aims 
and splits directly at the house itself. 
The house is simple, built plummeted and crumpled in the sky; stee-
pling white stucco, serrated turquoise, airy and blooming of itself. 
His mother produces a key. The front door plays a useful role, not 
merely for opening, but for a heavily dark fragrence of balsam which 
conjugates the scent of his smoke: licorice, mescal, mint weed and 
pasque flower. The foyer cools into tiles, freezing up sack-like the 
sound and endless grind from Metropolia. 
He depends on his mother. He also smokes down to the quick and 
callous. Not yet thirty, his fingertips are a 1945 cellophane yellow. 
His back molars are chipping out. 
All of the lower rooms are high in their vacance of ceilings. The 
floors are smooth, often parquet or otherwise colored, carpeted. 
The furnishings are in tact. They are brusque and perfectly unused. 
His mother appears to be the owner as he says does anyone live 
here. The kitchen has all of its accessories. The sinks -are stainless 
steel. The hallway staircase narrowly punctures several turns up to 
the bedrooms which continue to appear, though unless viewed prop-
erly with iris and pupil correctly apertured, the peripheral bedrooms 
will never be seen. There is certainly space. The son is recklessly 
excited, as recluse and leader. He appears to desire this house and 
his mother suggests the observance of the other half. Moncrief 
accompanies them. 
The trio arrives in a courtyard which does not benefit the dampening 
aspect of a fountain. The courtyard draws the barbaric assumption 
that no color other than brown exists. A small society is gathered on 
wide slate steps. The steps are quite shallow and hook away gradu-
ally from a double Dutch door. The latch is heard to snap back, the 
upper doors open out revealing a tribal girl. She stands heaving an 
oblong black tray on one hip, intensely coursing Mongolian eyes 
which wedge beneath her slight protruding forehead and prog-
nathous cheekbones. She speaks an uncertain language. The disturb-
ing evidence of her nipples interprets her speech fluently. 
Moncrief turns away and she circles back as the lower doors are 
pushed open to expose a second girl. This second girl is bold. Her 
neck falls slender to her shoulders. Ringlets and wisps make her 
skin. She wears no chemise and the son loves her little breasts which 
peak into flossed red domes, but he loves her fearlessness best. Her 
atavistic eyes bear no blemish. He loves this. Will she make room 
for him? 
The last man perhaps ought to be given to indulgence. Mercy, whim, 
caJling and drivel of pints of liquor, insomnia, depravity and the two 
soubrettes, one an individual of magnitude, the other his sluggard 
minion. He reaches toward this imbalance. He lights a last Tushing-
ham White before brushing through the crowd and through the door-
ways. 
There is no telling what happens to him once inside. Cessation 
perhaps of time. Cease. Decease. Brawl. Debrawl. Changing his 
pace and canter in the middle of Metropolia and following the 
strange tang that flies into his nostrils, following her neon leg up with 
his tongue to the top to this flaring geometric fumet. Bwash and Ta 
cymbals. Moncrief's shadow falls across his shadow entangled with 
the two girls. Moncrief lifts her head but bends each vertebrae 
separately to its point of emerald pain. A green jewel of fugal chant 
and funerial compositions of a dirge and a dirge in a kick-pleat skirt 
and a thick-calved kilt to the rate of the growth of the algae in her 
temples. Moncrief realises it is not herself she sees. She turns away, 
exits, crosses the courtyard amidst flying dust. Even in sunlight her 
blood becomes a solid, surrendering behind her features to hot 
refuse chunks. They reach her nasal cavity and burn through the 
membrane, quickly and simply boiling the tissue there, stickpinning 
her fragmental heat into time on earth. Moncrief is cremated at the 
stake of one dimensional clock time, where all things corporeal to 
her self become ugly, murky, sinewy, fat, folded, curdled and 
scarred. At last the heat subsides and dries itself at light's speed to 
her heart. The beat slows, thickens to the suggestability of fresco 
and Moncrief at last unguards the imprint of something new. 
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Family Plans 
By Brian Dedora 
I. 
I and one equals 2, 1 and one well exercised can make any number as _it 
takes 2 to tango which they did to make 6 so 1 and one equals 8 let ' s begm 
with 1 and the other one with consequences 
2. 
Master and Maid and their relationship as to who is who the power of the 
dynamic in them both kntiwing their places and saying yes his taking her 
giving 
3. 
in a context that was 1 and one equals 8 where the shuffle between 1 and 
one was marriage by shotgun and saving Catholic face where 1 was a Mas-
ter and one the Maid the ensuing frown and non-acceptance went for years 
as one tried to prove by cleaning and cooking that it wasn't a mistake ima-
gine the midnights when the liquor consumed to drench the an~er became 
the spirit to the flame and the rack and thumbscrews were applied to dole 
out (once again) the pain and measure of this intial guilt forced as was the 
marriage pressure brought to bear 6 times over hoping to assuage to pay 
and what could one pay that had not been paid already for remember the 
contract was signed in anger anger and guilt guilt first the anger later it 
being the camouflage for what in fact was jealousy paid out day after day 
anniversary after anniversary until the only socially acceptable form of sm-
cide had to and did happen leukemia in the marrow as it was from the 
beginning the very first step along that aisle it slowly ate (eating is apt for it 
is devouring) a most civilized cannibalism that has its place at the bottom of 
this relationship the weaker of the 2 finally adopts it wholesale making the 
exterior the interior and commences to devour oneself as release oh please 
God one wants out 
4. 
about biting the hand that feeds you which in translation becomes mouthing 
the bite feeding on you with the full clench of the original friction that 
offered up birth as problem solver 
mama, i'm going to give you 12 inches of the angriest in town ie; 6 inches 
twice 
5. 
for example his overriding sense as if tyrant and tantrum could take the 
place of a dialogue of feelings and wishes blackmail a black anger barely 
disguised used for coercion to disallow the movement of anyone's right to 
feel wish move or do and that this dynamic having been for so long unchal-
lenged (its course a matter of factness) appears to be the status quo this is a 
two way street there must be some fear or avenue of sufferability on th.e 
other side to allow such behaviour to take place allow such tyranny to tri-
umph in any give situation in this case marriage and family based hopefully 
on understanding on the wholesome give and take of relationship 
this vicious circle of anger and fear confronted not talked about after some 
fact but actually kept aware so that at the time of the serving the dishing out 
that dish with its fecal contents can and will be served back to its rightful 
owner with look we neither need nor want this you will take this back and 
deposit it where such matter belongs. 
6. 
when does that decision begin to decide itself if it's even that conscious (as 
I'm sure it isn't) that one owns son and 1 owns daughter without regard to 
brother and sister as cover for some problem between the 2 ofthem that is 
so overwhelming as there are no lines of communication open to discussion 
battles lines are drawn a battle that needs recruits what better recruits than 
your own children who (unable to cognise the environment or the war) are 
brought into it with the nervous system as yet unclosed and unadapted who 
(through their recruitment) will be turned and fashioned into the thick of it 
unsuspecting that in themselves they have the ability and the need to meet 
as brother and sister not warriors and that to this very day wage some 
unspoken (yet compulsive) battle only in flashes do they recognize a need 
to meet as themselves when the smoke clears enough to see that before 
them stands a person like themselves through whatever dimly perceived 
battle plan has been arranged there is a kinship that supercedes the stra-
tegies so quietly plotted before their births they have fallen into this through 
no fault of ther own but fate 
some recognition some reparation must take place some hard won recogni-
tion (hard won not in the battle planned but hard won in those few moments 
of light and perception allowed by their own ability quietly nourished and 
sustained ability the indomnibility of the human spirit) that shows this bat-
tle as senseless and not of their making a truce and peace making on their 
own part should not only take place but will re-place that origninal problem 
which bore this insidious plan into the hands drawing the lines of battle (and 
at this I am generous for the lines of battle is too polite for what in reality is 
guerilla warfare) no clear sighted enemy no open field on which to advance 
or engage but rather jungle of half truth and insinuation the constant playing 
and toying with perception and feeling that leads to the disguise and final 
castration of sexual feeling not sexual feeling in its most physical sense but 
sexual feeling as being and power to regenerate and give the ability of full 
and potent reciprocation and respect the very embodiment of that which 
informs the human spirit the movement of that spirit into temporal incor-
poration as Divine Fun 
'b O+ 'b O+ 'b Or- 'b O+ 'b O+ 'b O+ 'b O+ 
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A Thief's Diary 
By Glenn Deer 
Horoscope by Omar- Saturday July 23, 1984 
YOUR BIRTHDAY TODAY: The colorful Emperor Haile 
Selasie of Ethiopia, author Raymond Chandler and everyone's 
favourite movie butler, Arthur Treacher, were born on this 
date. Also sharing your birthday: Brooklyn shortstop Pewee 
Reese, and New York restauranteur Vincent Sardi. It is time to 
prove your leadership skills, learn to lessen rancour. Do not be 
oppressed by stone walls or lean on thorns and thistles. Your 
valley may be gloomy, but you can sit up high in the bleachers. 
Never be like them, a servant to evil, however high the pays-
cales. Do not say to me, like them, 'Movement brings 
remorse.' Make a start, damn it, make afirm decision. 
* 
24.07.84. He is no longer interested in petty acts of extortion, 
the weekend amateur terrorism, or catsneaking his way into 
bedroom closets. That's no longer his game. No roughup jobs, 
no more heartattack encounters with the gun-happy. He will 
pick up his last deal, deposit the money, take home some gro-
ceries and retire into the ease of ex-Thief. Kingpin go away, he 
has retired from the rackets. But when he got home there was a 
message on the answering machine: the voice was facetious. 
This might interest you Mr. Thief, it said. Just take a good look 
at the dead fish in your aquarium, it said, then hung up. 
* 
25.07;84. He has finished cleaning out the salt-water fish tank. 
The sun-fish is dead. There was a note, hover, stuck in the 
turrets of one of the miniature underwater castles. It read: You 
too can find treasure. Drive to the Rex Hotel. Ask the desk 
clerk for Louie. Eat breakfast with Louie because he only 
functions decently in the morning. Get Louie to take you home 
for dinner. Charm the wife and get to know the inside of the 
kitchen. Locate the old blue enamel cannister with the fleur de 
lis on it. The treasure is in a little plastic bag under six inches 
of flour. If you foJlow the plan precisely you won't be disap-
pointed. Yours deviously, Mildred Crawford. 
* 
26.07.84 The question is whether he will bite, take the bait. 
The question is this quest: to play or not to play. His quest is a 
thief's game. Can he steal home-plate consistently? 
* 
5 AM He is getting the message by staring at the wall and 
bouncing alpha waves against it. He is getting the message. It 
is messy. He is getting so many messages he doesn't know 
what to do with them. He is throwing stones at the hyena on 
the other side of the wall. He is sending a message in morse 
code to the Kingpin. 
* 
7 AM TIME and the condition of MUSIC. He is no longer in 
the Circus . His letters, so long to them. He bought a piano and 
likes to play it all day. All day. He likes the concept of throw-
ing tiny hammers at metal strings and making metal sing. His 
steady girl, Rose, brings him black roses one day and com-
plains that she is disgusted with archaic romance. She wants to 
change her name to Florida. He says, well you've got the same 
coastline so why not? Sometimes he shows off and talks Prus-
sian Pig Latin but she can't stand word games. Cat language, 
he calls it, but she only gets madder and madder. So mad she 
thinks of taking a sledge hammer to the keys of his spanking 
new baby grand piano. She wants some real action. She wants 
to make it happen. He gets her message thru instant telepathy, 
doubleguesses her, and reaches into her left cortical staircase. 
She's fast on the draw, sidesteps his lurching digits, and puts 
on her red sunglasses. Play for me, she commands. Pound it!! 
So he pounds the piano for six hours, arpeggios a la dente: he 
calls this piece The Winds of Zephyr Humming Like A Bird. 
She gets bored and leaves - see you in the morning, she says. 
She has secretly stolen his little black book of what she calls 
his bitches and she plans to put some jealous lighter-fluid to 
their naked tails. Stay off my Man, Mam, she thinks to herself, 
zips into her leather motorcycle suit and wheels out the door. 
See ya Mr. Hancock, she says. He is pounding the keyboard 
with a nine-iron. 
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SUPPERTIME Time for feeding the animals so he grabs a bag 
of lentils and some cornmeal and walks over to the zoo. The 
sidewalk stretches like tossing whales, seas roll ing in the dent-
ing sun. He holds his breath along miles of tree-lined arbours 
and thinks hedgerOH'S sounds of birds fly ing insects hungry 
rodents dogs drooling in the late hightide sun. His eyes are 
clear bluebell s in the back of motorman bike goggles. Kids are 
patroling on trycycles, rumbling by on big trucky wheels , 
noi ses of bratwurst or kid-produced monkey screeches but that 
doesn' t work and he has a very difficult time describing the lit-
tle horrors - bats lurking and riding their trikes through his bel-
fry . The zoo approaches very slowly but there are animals 
everywhere and my god how long will this take. He knows that 
his problem is guilt starting from some raw unpasteurized place 
where the dainty criminal law won ' t trickle. He walks to the 
bridge over the free way and looks down into the flow of cars. 
He spots a red volkswagen bus bootleg zinging it around a 
curve. Hey Gloria , he says , and launches a telepathic message 
at the speed of sight. Hello Thief, she thinks and she turns 
down the radio. She follows the wavelength of thought, pulls 
over , and sees him sitting on the railing of the bridge way up 
above her. He shimmies down a pole, careful not to get suckt 
into the slipstream of the freeway. Gloria is coming back from 
the zoo: she is the head of immunology with a special interest 
in teaching self-regulation of anti-body production through 
external biofeedback mechanisms. She adjusts electrodes all 
day. Hello car girl , he says - he always calls her car girl when 
he sees her on the street and even car girls need to stop on the 
side of the freeway sometimes. Where are you going, she asks. 
To your zoo, he says. Why don ' t you take me home and feed 
me. No chance , I've got a date tonight with Dr. Bonz, she 
says. Oh you mean the guy who thinks he invented truth 
serum, he says. No this is a different Dr. Bonz, she says, he's 
a percussionist with Sonny Mueller and Dicky Howell, the 
Chattam Belltones Funk Band. 
I guess that dances me right out of the picture, he says. 
I guess so, she says. 
No what does she REALLY mean he thinks and just as he 
thinks, a siren , a red blinker comes sidewinding out of the the 
jetting carstream air. It's a cop opening his cruiser door, no 
TWO cops jump out, jackboots cracking the gravel on the 
shoulder where he notices for the first time the number of bro-
ken bottles with Miller and Blue soggy labels. 
What's the problem folks, ask the cops. 
No problem, they answer. 
Theyyyn why're ya parked on the side of the freeway 
having a picnic. 
We're going to the zoo, said Thief. 
Do ya wanna get killed or something, ask the cops. 
Gloria says okay I'm splitting and she's about to roar off and 
give them the finger and just at that moment a walloping 
blood-freezing scream lifts off the freeway bridge and careens 
into the cops' skulls. 
What the HELL was that. 
There is a metal blur of tiny spokes, tube frame, and plastic 
streamers. Slipwhips. Howls. A metallic crunkcrunch. A car in 
the fast lane jams on the brakes as ten pound of steel tricycle-
toy falling at twenty mph meets the windshield which is bullet-
ing along at sixty mph, so the combined force explodes the 
glass. Fragments are everywhere, the driver screaming as a 
van slams into the back of his dodge. Then a Ford pinto with a 
low gas tank explodes when a low slung austin mini careens 
into it - gas flames are everywhere, metal is twisted, sick, and 
mutant. Then another delivery van appears but manages to pull 
off to the side and wing around the smashed bulks barricading 
the strip. Finally a big semi-trailer with sixteen wheels roars 
over the horizon, they hold their breath but no 
WHUMWHUMP he brakes and swerves for the small gap and 
BANG swerves sideways into the mess and stops. The free-
way is sealed off, the cops are screaming into the shortwave, 
helicopters are piling in out of nowhere, firetrucks, towtrucks, 
everything red. 
Up on the bridge Thief sees the kids on the tricycles and shim-
mies up the side of the supporting flange. What happened, he 
says. The GOPHER, says the one without his trike. 
* 
3 AM He writes a poem and tapes it to his front door. 
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long, long into the night hours 
slow assembly of cars lights invisible clouds you 
say on on sitting on the curb by the bustop 
at 2 in the morning my knees are tired 
of bending, walking, taking the weight 
talking in double-jointed lyrics space men 
are orbiting don't you know those aren't 
shooting stars up there 
i sold my motorcycle i sold my car i sold my 
typewriter camera stereo staplegun 
sander masonry drill bits and antennae wire: 
i resign from techno-fetishism 
my head hurts ' body 
behave ,' i say 
- nobody is home today. 
DAWN Again and he can feel the effects of the waste material 
clogging up the kidneys organs lungs working overtime and 
separating churning straining the essence of plasma into his 
brain. The bathtub has overflowed , water seeping from the 
plaster rust holes around the toilet down into the floor below. 
He is bellowing blowwhaling water all over the tile wall , lip-
ping deep sinkholes of air. Maybe just this time , thi s one time 
he can clean out his body before the fear takes over. Maybe. 
7 AM He changes into clean clothes and Gilbert calls. There 
are questions to answer, cops you know. Thief knows. Hell of 
an accident. Gilbert is glad to have gotten the primary witness. 
In these days of automotive gore you need to get the salt of the 
earth: Thief thinks mercurachrome , hydrogen peroxide, 
alcohol for the wounded. I need alcohol for I am wounded . He 
pours himself a coffee cup full of white wine that has been sit-
ting open in the fridge for eight months. He pours it methodi-
cally down the sink measuring out the number of cups left in 
the carafe. Then he puts the carafe in the garbage. He boils 
water, pours it into the cup then pours it into the sink. He dries 
the cup and puts it back on the shelf. He carefully picks up a 
hi-ball glass. He splits open a fresh rack of ice-cubes tink drops 
tink three tink into the glass and fills it halfway with rye. He 
drinks. He thinks. Now how did those little monkeys think 
about assassinating the Gopher? He thinks. He drinks. He 
drifts. 
In his dream he meets agent 269 Golf alias Gopher in a com-
munity center hall where a local crafts club is meeting. 
Macrame rug hooking canvas stretching bead sewing knitting 
baking niteschool daycare and macaroni and cheese lettuce 
sandwiches. He spots 269 Golf immediately, a pair of leather 
pants in a sea of polyester pant suits. He wonders why she 
isn't wearing her dark glasses. The leave the hall by the side 
door, trying to be inconspicuous , but one of the women yells 
out rather loudly, Goodbye Emma, Goodbye! 
They are in the car now. He wants to know if she has the mes-
sage in the briefcase the antidote the evidence the tape nega-
tives fingerprints eyes only letters documents private details 
eyes of the fox who done what. Emma laughs, now whose side 
of the law do ya think I'm on - yours Thief? Let's see your 
prints, she says, and grabs his right hand. She pulls a small pis-
tol from her shoulder holster and thrusts it into his fingers. She 
has him, framed perfectly, with the evidence, the weapon. 
There is a flash of photoguns, cackles, and when he turns in his 
seat he is perfectly posed for the craft class, now gathered 
round the car - snapshots fired from purse-straps. Thief is cor-
nered. 
8 AM He is running by the beach, a brisk morning jog. He is 
thinking about his dream and what it means to be a thief, 
always on the run. There is the fallout of his past - criminality 
is everywhere. By the lake there is the odour of wet decay that 
shivers his mind with the memory of prison. He wanted to be a 
professional. He must now think, plan, and plan. He has a note 
in his pocket with precise instructions. He stares at the lake, 
the television glow from the water, he thinks, the silver, silver 
screen. 
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Artists, Philosophers and Institutions 
A Talk With Jacques Derrida 
In the rnmmer qf 19iL+ Prof. PC1ul Bouissac of the University 
Toronto orgc111i::,ed a lrorlchl'ide semiotics conference at St. 
Michael's C allege. Among the speakers at the conference was 
Jacques Derrida. Monsieur Derrida gra~·iously gm·e ~ermis-
sion to RClmpike Maga::,ine to print portwns of a semmar he 
held during the conference pro,·ided Rampike would accept 
responsibility for the ,·eritee of the transcription of the record-
ing . Rampike magazine confidently accredits the ac:curacy. of 
this exclusil·e transcription with one of the world s leadmg 
philosophers. 
On the relationship between art and philosophy : 
I could comment on many established diagrams , I could 
explain to you what Kant for instance thought of the rela-
tionship between the philosoper and the artist. While on 
the contrary Schelling was thmking of the artist as philos-
opher and so on. But I myself have no diagram, and I have 
no diagram because I don ' t know what today we should 
call , strictly speaking , a philosopher or an artist. I am sure 
that there are interesting things today that must connect 
something philosophical and something artistic without 
being additional to one or the other. But this doesn ' t make 
a diagram, this doesn ' t draw a sort of chart , or cartogra-
phy of their positions . 
If we rely on given traditional positions, we know what to 
say , we know that for a philosopher as such , art is not 
essential. A philosopher, in principle, doesn ' t write works 
of art , which means that he is interested in the meaning, 
he is interested in the concept , not in the form , not in the 
composition. But - in principle , from the point of view 
that Plato was also an artist , and Spinoza was also an 
artist - for Schelling and for Nietzsche philosophy was a 
form of art. But smce what I am interested in is the 
essence of philosophy , the essence of art , and I don't 
know what philosophy and art should be, I have no 
answer to what we have to do. I am sure that (the)* writ-
ing of something which has to do with thought , I didn't 
say with philosophy but with thought , this writing can 
not be an objective writing having nothing to do with 
the signifiers, with the form , with the composition. So , 
thinking has an essential link with writing. So, here I will 
paraphrase Schelling - any new form of thinking implies a 
new way of writing - an originality in form, but I am not 
sure that this originality is what you call artistic originality 
- deconstruction in thought , if there is such a thing, is not, 
strictly speaking philosophical or artistic. 
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I am sure that a work like Glas is not a philosophical work 
even though it deals with a lot of philosphical concepts. It 
has to do with philosophy but its not a philosophical book, 
a philosophy .book, an~ its not a work of art either. ~h~t 
interests me m Glas, 1f I may say somethmg about 1t, 1s 
that its neither philosophy nor art. There is no established 
category for me for this, that's what interests me. A blur-
ring of distinctions with no homogenization. There are 
two ways of blurring distinctions , one is just to homogen-
ize the whole, that's a totalization of something which is 
homogenous. And there is another way of blurring distinc-
tions, which creates more differentiations than before. 
On the f College Internationale de la Philosophie': 
At the beginning, it was not a state project, it was a pro-
ject elaborated by a few individuals, informally, and of 
course, we needed money for that, and we proposed the 
project to the government, the new government. It was at 
the time when the ministry of what we call in France, ~The 
Ministry of Industrial Research', had organized a national 
colloquium on the problem of technology, and scientific 
research. The spirit of the colloquium had nothing to do 
with philosophy or with the questions we were interested 
in. It was a modern colloquium, with techno-economical 
goals, including natural and human sciences, but nothing 
very philosophical. So we thought that philosophy or 
non-goal oriented research should be emphasized. So we 
made these proposals to the government, and our propo-
sal was accepted in principal. So, a commission was 
organized; four people. I was the director of this commis-
sion, and we prepared a report within six or eight months. 
And the report was accepted, and then the college was 
created, I should say pre-created, in October, because 
now it has the status of a private institution, the legal 
status of a private institution with government support. Its 
a sort of hybrid fiction. - After one year of expenence, we 
are supposed to make new proposals, to transform the 
private mstitution into a public establishment. 
We are planning a new institution which would be totally 
autonomous to the state, even if the major part of the 
money comes from the state. Its not contradictory - espe-
cially in France. In principle, in France the state the 
public establishment lives with public ~oney but the 
principle of autonomy is, and should be, respe'cted. So 
(w~ a~e p~anrying)* a. totally autonomous institution, a col~ 
leg1~l .ms~1tut1on, which means, i:io stabi]ized hierarchy, no 
s.tab1hzat1on for any people, which means no tenure posi-
t10n, only contracts, for a short period, the longest would 
be four years. No academic titles (are)* required for any-
thing. Anybody, French or non-French, may apply. Of 
course - anybody can attend anything, and anybody 
French or non-French can apply for giving seminars or 
for ~rganisiryg research in the institution. The ~nly 
requ1reme~t 1s the value _of !he project. Anybody having 
or .not havmg an academic title, may apply. And the cri-
tena to evaluate the interest in the project, is a very sim-
ple one. The college should give/riority to projects which 
~re not legi timized or develope enough in other institu-
t10ns, (French or foreign institutions), in any domain. The 
college is a college of philosophy, but philosophy - in a 
new sense so to speak. 
As you know , in the western tradition, especially in the 
modern tradition , since the beginning of the nineteenth 
century - philosophy is located at the top of the pyramid, 
its a point from which the philosopher can watch the 
whole field, every regime of the encyclopaedea. It is the 
philosopher who knows what the physicality of physics is, 
what the psychology of the psyche is. The philospher is at 
the top of the hierarchy, or what I call the ontological 
encyclopaedia. But being at the top, he is reduced in fact 
to almost nothing, to a point, a point at the top of the 
pyramid. In principle he has the right - to look over every-
thing. And he is reduced, as we know, to almost nothing. 
The philosophy department is nothing. The discourse on 
the death of philosophy in the western countries , a 
discourse which started a long time ago in the nineteenth 
century, the discourse on the death of philosoJ?hY has to 
do, to some extent, with this institutional situation, which 
is not only institutional in the external sense, it is institu-
tional in the deepest sense. So , what we would like to do 
with this college, (I don't know if it will succeed or not - I 
have many reservations on the possibility of it succeeding) 
- what we would like to do is displace the status of philos-
ophy , which means at the same time more philosophy than 
in the university - and a philosophy which is related to the 
other fields in another way; in a less vertical , more hor-
izontal way , with other types of provocational connec-
tions with other fields. The interest of a project should 
have something to do with philosophy in this new sense. -
It is not simply an interdisciplinary institution. Interdisci-
plinary structure is very traditional - what we are 
interested in is not interdisciplinary studies, but the 
cooperation of many competences. (In an interdisciplinary 
structure),* they know this object, they have identified 
this object , and they know that the study of this object 
requires a philologist plus a philosopher plus an architect 
and so on. But you/ (they)* already know what this object 
is. - In this new institution, we would like to recognize 
unidentified objects. 
Readers are welcome to write for further informatiun to 
the College Internationale de la Philosophie, 1 Rue Des-
cartes, Paris France. Prospectus and admissions forms 
are available at no obligation. And, for further informa-
tion on the Toronto Semiotic Circle contact Prof. P. 
Bouissac, 73 Queen's Park Crescent East, Toronto, 
Ontario, CanacTa M5S 1 K7. S.A.S.E. with international 
postage coupons would be appreciated. 
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Simple Vie 
Par Brigit Desbiens 
craute sincere de parfum 
ah , j'en ai douce folie aux tripes 
j 'ai parfum de terreur aux tripes 
seduction niaise 
colle a l'oeil 
parfum debile , 
a quije n' echappe 
voix du degout au rire 
secret abominable desire 
de m 'eteridre 
au desordre des mots 
parfum interdit 
je suis saoule et vulgaire 
ai gout de stupidite. 
existe que pour son insignifiance 
sa debilite 
sa dissolution de crainte 
parce qu'elle est pitoyable l'antiseptique de votre sante 
je suis saoule de mots insignifiants 
parce que je suis serieuse 
serieusement demente dans 
mon serieux absurde 
parce que je ne crains plus - je n 'espere plus 
et je n 'ai done rien a cacher 
saoule de poesie ivre 
du mot et 
eau de parfum homme 
qui a dent capricieuse de chat - son 
extase de morsure gagnee .. . et 
je me pardonne la possession double 
je suis demente d'insignifiance, passionee. 
Quelle est trist la sante qui vous etouffe 
qu'il est lourd le ralement de vos poumons 
ah que je hais l'antiseptique purete 
comme elle m'emmerde votre paresse lyrique. 
Je suis malade et ivre 
de parfum Bergamote 
en ai terreur d'ivresse dans le rire 
viol de Verveine aux tripes 
coule, coule la seduction 
d 'une levre en flee 
mot en erotique 
homme en parfum interdit 
tu sais, je n 'espere plus et 
je t'aime a en mourir -
violente seduction ancree 
a la limite d' ecumes blanches 
eau en parfum 
eau en folie 
je delivre les mots insignifiants, 
<;a me rappelle comment sourire 
je marche les rues 
entre'echappements d 'automobiles 
et froid d ' hiver 
j 'y rencontre odeur de crayon brise 
et <;a me rechauffe 
<;a m 'fait un fou plaisir 
'b O+ 'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+ 
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Chateau de Songe-creux 
By Paul Dutton 
I've been in this hotel before. 
The women who come here are crazy: 
they don't know their minds, 
nor who they are; 
they plan for this 
long for that, 
leave in the middle of ei ther , 
women always leaving 
always seeking something else 
before something itself is completed. 
Oh , I've been in this hotel , 
learned its corridors , 
its rooms, 
the women who favour it , 
who sample its fine cuisine 
with the nonchalance 
that one accords a diner. 
They order a meal 
and leave the best of it untouched; 
they desert the finest rooms , 
abandoned in chaos , 
strewn with cutlery , cushions , 
forgotten belongings of, often , 
considerable value . 
Truly crazy women. 
Yes I've been in this hotel 
' and met its patrons , 
crossed its lobby on intricate errands, 
bearing messages I did not comprehend 
from inarticulate women 
who received them in puzzlement , 
angry that I came to learn 
what they themselves could never understand, 
no matter how clearly they composed it, 
having me trail after them 
from one unsatisfactory room 
to another , 
departing , at last , 
in rage, 
while I repeated in lucid calm 
the essence of their missives. 
I've been in this hotel 
and lost my luggage 
trying to keep pace 
with the mad movements 
of the crazy women I've come here with, 
enduring their insults, 
often in the presence of 
the very lovers they have opted for 
in media res. 
I've been in this hotel. 
Crazy women. 
Good food. 
Mad messages. 
Lost luggage. 
'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+ 
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Once Upon A Time 
By Eugene Dubnov 
Eugene Dubnov is a Soviet emigre writer presently living in London, 
England. This particular story is set in the Soviet Union. Christopher 
Newman translated this piece from the original Russian. 
There was once a man with a red umbrella. And every time he 
opened it the rain would stop. There was once a girl with shoes 
made of glass. And when she had them on she could walk on 
the water. And the man kept his umbrella open the whole time 
so that it stopped raining altogether and there wasn't any water 
anymore and so the girl couldn't walk on it. And they all took a 
bus from Viru Square to the beach. 
And the beach was there windy and wide and I could see the 
sea. I sat high up in my branchy seat and spat down on the 
people passing by. They looked up but they couldn't see me. 
They thought it was raining. Then one day the man with the 
red umbrella passed by. 
And in the summer, after school, she often went to the railway 
track to collect pebbles. And in the winter she walked on the 
snowdrifts by the big wooden fence. And in the spring when 
the grass was becoming green in Hirve Park and the birds 
began to fly she climbed to the top of the hill where High Her-
mann Tower stood and ran all the way down the steep winding 
path . And in the autumn Grandfather died. 
It was one Sunday morning when the sky was blue and the sun 
was in the sky. Skinny and me had finished our homework and 
I was walking over to Skinny's place with him. Bet you can't 
run as fast as me, says Skin. Bet I can - bet I can run faster 
than you , says me. And we race to his place - me round the 
building site and him down Fabriku Street. And here I am 
standing on his doorstep when he comes panting round the 
corner. What happened to you then, Skin? says me. You 
cheated Foureyes, says Skin, girls always cheat. Yeah, of 
course Skin, I flew. 
Auntie made a funny face. 'Believe in God? Well, personally 
no , I don ' t. But I know many people much more intelligent 
than me who do.' 'I think God's got more to do with the mind 
than with the body,' I told her and she laughed and ran to tell 
Mum. 
Years pass and one can no longer feel the wind as it sweeps 
across the beach shifting the clear sand, nor can one walk the 
astonishing wideness of the strand on an early summer's day; 
one can no longer see the sea. 
And the dream one once had, with the Grandfather's face fad-
ing in the photograph, is forgotten. 
He wasn ' t really our Grandfather at all, but we called him 
Grandfather. He came every Sunday for lunch and we all gig-
gled when he said 'Good it was' after finishing his stewed fruit. 
And then we saw him off to the tram stop in Fabriku Street. He 
lived alone with his son who loved him not. 
In the picture she was standing on his right. His face looked 
straight ahead with its moustache eagerly surging forward, as if 
in expectation of some encounter. And then his face began to 
pale and his features one by one slowly began to disappear. His 
side of the picture became as grey as ashes, and all the outlines 
blurred , and the paper began to disintegrate. But her face 
remained intact - only it became much older, the face from a 
photograph taken much later. 
And now she is walking towards the glass door in the passage 
and she sees a stranger approaching her from the other side of 
the door. But coming closer she realises that it is only her own 
reflection which she sees . 
'If you don ' t look both ways before crossing the road you'll be 
run over by a car', I said . 
'And what will happen then, Mummy?' she asked. 
'Then you ' ll die ', I said. 
'What does it mean, 'I'll die?'?' she asked. 
'It means - you ' ll no longer live', I said. 
'What does it mean, 'I'll no longer live'?' she asked. 
'It means - it means you won't be alive any more', I said. 
'Does it mean I won 't be any more?' she asked. 
'Yes , that's what it means', I said. 
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Over and Out 
Par Lucien Francoeur 
controler position 
recharger l 'ecran 
qui clignote quand je pense? 
s' enfuir en une cathodique passion 
soulevement dems Les circuits imprimes 
cosmic-connexion 
contact immediat 
controle par programmation 
jusque dans les ecrits integres . 
a meme les fontes de !'Institution humame 
je pense done je n' obeis plus qu' a mes de sirs 
qui clignote dans la poussiere d'etoiles? 
qui clignote dans la memoire vive? 
qui clignote quand j'ecris? 
- lis tes ratures ! 
(liturgie de la parole) 
qui-qui/ quoi-quoi / rodger / over and out: 
l'humanite ne repond plus please/ - - - cut! 
le vide se fait a reculons irreversiblement 
I' etre genere son propre neant ten for take five 
'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+ 
Garth 
By Nira Fleischmann 
Silence shattered 
Tile and grout 
Splattered like blood across the day room' 
The Dead Room 
Where Garth, the silent man 
Explodes 
And out of the blue, blue 
Protruding veins force their way 
From the forehead's prison 
In magnificent escape 
Lesson in symmetry of tile and sOlall 
The ashtray seemingly performs its function 
Confident in therapeutic wonders they watch. 
Garth examines shape and colour 
sits in his corner, turning his ashtray - his tiled anger -
They've seen enough - tranquility - for - today -
They ' re satisfied. 
They are not there to witness its conclusion -
The furious kaleidescope 
Of 
Ceramic rage 
Raining its madness upon 
This room 
So much empty of life 
Though 
Crouched in fear 
I can't but help admire 
The brilliant blueness 
Of veins 
Bursting through 
Bars 
Of 
Flesh & Steel 
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Red In and On White 
By Rob Fujimoto 
From the collected dreams of Kevin Yamashita 
It was white. Everything was white. Except for the man. 
He walked slowly , with purpose. Yet there was something 
about his walk that seemed off, out of phase. Perhaps it 
was his actions as he walked. With a certain regularity he 
would turn his head from side to side then turn slowly 
around to look behind him. Why he looked back was 
unclear, there was nothing behind him: all was white, 
everything was blank. 
The man walked on into the whiteness. A gust of wind 
blew by the man and the sound of chimes rang in the air. 
The man stopped and quickly turned around. Looking 
from side to side he surveyed the space around him. It 
seemed to him that the chimes had sounded all around 
him. But there was nothing for the man to see. The chimes 
sounded again and the man stood still. Absolutely still. 
Looking straight ahead into the white the man could not 
think of a time when anything had been different. A time 
when he was not surrounded by white. He closed his 
eyes. Then all was silent. There was nothing to hear. The 
man opened his eyes and wondered if the chimes had ever 
rung at all. 
The man turned around and resumed his walk. At brief 
intervals he found himself straining to listen for /the sound 
of the chimes, but the chimes never rang out. There was 
nothing to hear in the whiteness. Suddenly, the man 
stooped down. He picked something up. It was a small red 
ball. The man wondered why he hadn't seen the ball ear-
lier. The redness of the ball was so distinct from the sur-
rounding white. He walked for a short distance while 
passing the ball from hand to hand in front of him. Look-
mg from side to side and then behind him, the man 
stopped. He lifted the ball level with his eyes. It was red, 
a pure red. He couldn ' t remember seeing a colour that 
was so complete, so pure. The man closed his eyes and 
thought for a moment. Then he remembered. There was a 
time before that he had seen such an absolute red. He saw 
it when he first was. Red. A red that was so pure, so abso-
lute. The man told people about this when he was a little 
boy. He thought that he should do something with this 
red. But the httle boy was never believed. His teachers 
told him that people don't remember things about their 
lives from such an early age, so how could he, the little 
boy, remember the red from when he first was? And we 
should know because we are older and wiser than you.' 
So the boy forgot about the red and everything became 
white. Until now. The little boy in the man reminded him 
about the red. They had to do something with the red. 
Then the little boy was gone. And the man stood alone in 
the white. Thinking about the red. 
As far back as he could remember, the man had been 
enveloped by the white. He had never felt that he was a 
part of it. The white was separate from the man. It seemed 
to the man that the whiteness that surrounded him had 
impressed upon him his distinctness from the white. Yet at 
the same time the whiteness would often overcome the 
man almost to the point where he had been assimilated 
into the white. Almost. But never completely. The white-
ness seemed to ensure that the assimilation was always 
incomplete. 
The man struggled within the constant shift between him-
self and the white. Feeling himself being drawn into the 
white. Sometimes freely allowing the white to pull him, 
even pushing himself towards it. But most oftentimes 
resisting the white with all of his will, consciously looking 
out and readying himself for the next struggle. The man 
didn't know how long this struggle would continue nor 
what its outcome might be. 
Suddenly, the whiteness intruded upon his thoughts. 
Looking from side to side and then behind him the man 
quickly lifted the ball in his left hand and held it high 
above his head. He raised his head to look at the ball and 
then slowly closed his eyes. The man stood unmoving for 
a short period of time. Then he knew. He wouldn't forget 
it again - ever. And the man walked into the white with 
his red. 
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Social Problems Today 
By A. Franza 
I met Rene Magritte at Ebbets Field in Brooklyn in 1942. 
Whitlow Wyatt was pitching. What a fortunate man I was! 
The small band-box stadium was half empty since rain 
clouds were building in the west. Rene Magritte wore his 
bowler hat and was huddled under an umbrella of turkey 
feathers. When I told· him he was sitting my my box seat, 
he said, Avez vous cochons avec moi? ' Well , that's all I 
had to hear. I called the Tate and cancelled his next show. 
Then I asked him to recite the averages of the Dodger 
nine. When he couldn ' t - his eyeblink rate jumped a quar-
tile - I knew what I had on my hands. Loose lips sink 
ships' came to mind, so I sewed up my yap and tapped out 
my desire for franks and beer in morse code. 
The question was not was this Magritte? The question was 
who was impersonating Magritte and what was he doing at 
Ebbets Field? Handicapped as I was, I scratched out a 
series of questions in high school French on my scorecard 
and passed them to Rene. Ecorcher les oreilles,' I wrote, 
to which he responded, second base'. But Lew Riggs was 
playing there, so I had him. Rez-de-chausee,' I wrote 
again, and he said Shortstop.' I had him. It was Peewee 
Reese. I'd give him one more chance. La verite sort de la 
bouche des enfants.' Third base,' he said plucking a tur-
key feather from his umbrella with the confidence of a 
young mother proffering her breast to her newly born tot. 
Wrong again,' I wrote. Cookie Lavagetto.' 
2. 
By this time, Gladys Gooding was on her organ, singing 
and playing La Vida es Sueno'. I got up and took off my 
sailor hat. Magritte took off his bowler and under it was 
blue sky, the only blue sky in the park since the firmament 
was glowering and the lowing herd was climbing slowly 
o'er the lea. 
It was the first time I'd ever seen a blue-sky-brain. They 
had told me at OCS that I'd be shocked when I saw the 
first one. They were right. The world was out of joint. 
Usually - at least before the war - a man took off his hat 
and you saw head. But now now, not in this time of inter-
national turmoil, these days of infamy, this era of putting 
our differences aside and fighting for a great cause. We 
were all part of the War Effort! All the posters I saw in 
post offices and public buildings re-enforced me: EIN 
KAMPF, EIN SIEG! heralded one. The others: SIEG 
UM JEDEN PREIS and TENGO PUERTO RICO EN MI 
CORAZON. 
I forced myself to inspect Magritte's blue-sky-brain while 
Gladys Gooding performed her quotidian, though sea-
sonal, duties. 
Gaspille!' he muttered. 
I don't even have a car,' I wrote. 
When I saw what I saw, I undid my mouth and uttered a 
dernier cri, and a garotte. Into the maw of the sky I sent 
my blazing gaze as the team captains exchanged line-up 
cards and the umpires explained the ground rules under 
the low skies which darkened like the rude heaths of 
Wuthering Heights, when the wind moaned low and the 
cow dung caked. 
There was little to be done. Magritte had fallen among 
hard times and had wandered desultorily into Ebbets Field 
concealing his blue-sky-brain under his bowler hat and his 
bowler hat under an umbrella of turkey feathers. By the 
seventh inning stretch, I found what I was looking for. On 
the second tier of his blue-sky-brain I saw it in fine print, 
and I knew suddenly that life had a meaning, all my efforts 
were not for nought, and the war effort was worth all the 
trials and tribulations it caused myriads of citizens, includ-
ing myself. The future seemed bright. The Nazis and the 
Japs would ~ot conquer the freedom-loving nations. I 
broke forth mto a popular son, based on a traditional 
theme from Snow White and the Seven Dwarves' (the 
movie): 
Whistle while you work, 
Hitler is a jerk, 
Mussolini is a meanie 
And the J aps are worse. 
Magritte looked at me with tears in his eyes . He broke 
down and sang the code song which revealed exactly 
~here the German sub would try to land a band of 
mvaders at Westhampton Beach in two days : 
Walking down the street 
And who do I meet? 
Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
Durocher. Leo 
Now I saw _all the connections. I knew why he had come 
to E~bets Field . It was not desultory ; it was precipitate! It 
was intractable ! On the second tier of his sky-blue-brain I 
read_ the heartening message and thought of all the bo~s 
fightmg around the world to make it safe for democracy. I 
drea~ed of the day the boys came home and there would 
be tui:ies for things like wedding rings and sweethearts 
who smg. The message went: 
Gover~ment restrictions on materials have ~ade it 
essential that the amount of paper used in each book 
~e reduced to a minimum. This volume printed on 
h~hter paper than would have been used before 
matenal 
limitations became necessary and the number 
?f words on each page has been substantially 
increased. 
That _was it! It all made sense again. I put his bowler back 
on his hea~,. took out my pistol and while the crowd 
roared at Dixie Walker's triple in the bottom of the eighth 
I pulled the trigger. ' 
Years later, in r~trospect, I see how jejeune and buffet we 
all were. As I _sit here at the Kirby Higbie Home for the 
Aged ~ver~ookmg Lon~ ~~land's terminal moraine, I laugh 
at the 1:om_es and ~utnd1t1es of existence. Laugh, clown, 
Lau~h,. cnes a v01ce from within. Government wartime 
restnctlons, my foot! It was all propaganda. We are not at 
war today, and still the quality of paper is poor and the 
~umber of words on a page has been substantially 
m~reased ! So what was the war all about? What shall I do 
with the bloo? on my ~ands and the caked dung on my 
feet? What will I do with the blood of Magritte? I have 
pondei:ed these questions endlessly, and all I can conclude 
is, L'Etat, c'est moi!' 
Image by T.K. Splake 
this is not 
a poem 
by michel gay 
i met 
gaston miron on the street 
yesterday 
i was in a hurry 
as usual 
i tried to say hello 
without stopping 
but already 
a flow of words 
was bringing up 
subjects 
ithought 
i had something to say 
about 
books & poetry 
& poets & reading 
& working & living 
& what have you been 
writing 
minutes & cars 
were passing by 
another day 
would be longer 
than i had hoped 
looking behind 
i saw those books 
of poetry i had not 
written a novel 
barely started working on 
miron went on 
speaking trying 
to make sense 
out of ideas that kept 
bouncing back 
and forth and 
leaving me dreaming 
there must be 
another way 
of writing 
after all 
what is poetry 
all about 
is miron a man 
or a book 
or a clown 
or a clone i thought 
of how little i 
was writing 
how poems were 
becoming less 
& less frequent 
a few 
words here 
& there 
& practically 
nothing 
left 
for example for 
others to read 
with thoughts of that kind 
in my mind i left 
miron on the comer 
but what streets 
montreal is swallowing 
each bit of poetry 
each bit of unwritten 
poem 
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''A milestone in the 
evolution of world literature!' 
Quill & Quire 
"[Skvorecky] has captured life's richness and complexity 
in a novel of exceptional power. No one who cares about 
modern literature should miss this extraordinary work:' 
Publishers Weekly 
" ... a generous, impulsive, poignant/funny masterpiece:' 
Kirkus Reviews 
Published by Le ter & Orpen Dennys 
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The Swedish Archive of Artists' Books· 
· Leif Eriksson, Leifs vfg 11 
Box 123, S-23700 BJARRED, Sweden 
Telephone 046-292280 
~t Nigh~ I Gambled With M,y Anger And ~ 
John Giorno 
You're laying do¥wn 
watching TV. 
monl toring 
the telephone 
automatic 
answering machine 
when it 
rings, 
and I don• t want to 
talk to you 
eause I know 
what you want, 
it•s a great 
step forward 
when you listen 
to your friends call 
and di8olve them 
one by 
one. 
I nrefer 
wandering alone 
in the bardo , 
----- sexual 
warmth. 
being one 
pointed, 
baconfat 
and blood, 
and it doesn't matter 
if you like 
being here 
or whether it's 
good for you • 
You must 
stay here 
you must stay 
here 
you must stay here 
you 1111st stay here 
you !'ffllSt stay here. 
This is a time 
to lay low, 
-----. aaxbn1-
~dMDDx 
no heroic 
wfforts 
or noble 
endeavors, 
but that is 
not to say 
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ns~uixb 
~txt JIX.ll¥X 
••x 
knd I want to 
;uneh him 
in the face 
I want to put 
we don• t have ta>CJD&kax 
to make a deal, 
my fist in his face 
I want to µit my fist 
in his face 
again, 
b 
one 
more time. 
lffl.Iw 
cau~e at Eome 
noint 
you g otta be 
prsgmatic, 
and I don • t want 
anybl>dy 
telling me 
about solu ti oof 
and I don't want 
anybouy 
telling me 
about solutionE 
and I den• t want anybody 
telling me about 
solutionf-
and I dcn't want anybody telling 
me about solutions 
and I don't want anybody telling 
about solutions , 
they don• t work • 
You are on hold, 
and you're trying to give thi~ 
a wash 
and a rinse, 
create it 
and shin it. 
and when I got 
nothing else 
to think about, 
I like to 
think about 
the things you 
did wrong, 
what you did 
wrong, 
and how I'm 
telling it to you, 
and getting 
rid of you, 
and I alway~ 
got to have 
someone 
like that 
to think about 
and Ia.always g ct t11 
to have someone like 
that to think about 
and I always got to have 
someone like that to 
think about 
and I •aways got to have ~omeone 
like that to think about 
and I al'ft-ays got to have ~ omeone like 
to think about. 
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There we£ this great 
snow mountain, 
blue sky 
and majesty, 
the secret hoMe 
of the goa.s 
you can't see, 
ana all around 
the mountain 
was a battlefiela 
and all around the mountain 
was a battlefield, 
green leaves , 
soft brees es , 
warm air, 
and bloody 
atrocities 
and bloocty atrocities, 
and yru got 
the Jones. 
There were these 
trees 
and their root~ 
went down 
into the ground, 
and at the root endings 
there were jewel~, 
c.i iamonds 
and emeralu~ 
and rulJi es , 
which were sta~ 
in the sky 
of the world 
below, 
and recently during 
petroleum 
exploraticn, 
they cut aown 
the trees 
and are drilling 
for oil. 
brr 
I am up there 
past m.v 
elbow 
DlnBR t to 
my shoulder, 
big 
and leave 1 
it in' 
and I think you f'----- canDiandle it, 
teaoh me 
some manners, 
tell me how 
to be polite, 
make me 
want to 
smear it 
in your face 
11ake me want %JI 
to smear it in 
you :face 
make me want to 
smear it in your face, 
in your mouth, 
and your nose, 
and your holes , 
draF tic 
anddespa:tate, 
and~it 8houldn•t be 
fatal. 
I like video 
tapeE like that, 
that make you 
feel good, 
aeep 
intimacy, 
lorig nxumun 
tenderness, 
bankruuting 
yourself 
with generosity 
bankrupting yourself 
with generOlltn 
bankrupting yours elf with generoB 1 
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I'm waiting in line 
with my groceries 
in the supermarket , 
and I want to 
get away 
without incident 
and I want to get 
away without 
incident 
and I went to get away without ineldent. 
I like drinking 
vodkha 
lly myself 
at home 
alme 
smoking 
dope, 
nothing is 
more exhilarating 
nothing is more exhilarating. 
It is so hopleless, 
you can• t begin 
to imagine, 
ou want to go 
entle, 
c .... e w en 
ta easy, 
you get your 
hand in, 
Boeing F-18 
Fighter-Bombers 
flying in 
formation, 
h O ffl intt in 
beyond 
digetal, 
fire the 
absolute 
guns 
fire the absolute 
guns 
fire saaxallll.»i11:bx 
the absolute guns 
fire the .absolute guns 
tire the absolute gims , 
1as t . night. 
1 gambled with 
my anger 
and lost. 
198J 
Image by Jon Baturin 
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PAIOPTIOOI 
STIVI IICCAPPIRY 
BLIWOIITmBITPBISS TOBOITO 
NOW AVAILABLE! 
A monumental new prose work by Toronto's iconoclastic 
improvising master of the written word and contemporary 
text/sound. PANOPTICON is the startling new narrative 
work by Rampike contributor STEVE McCAFFERY. A daring 
experiment in both narrative fiction and prose text/design. 
Available for $8.95 in certain bookstores, or send $10.00 post-
paid directly to blewointmentpress - box 5432 - station "A" -
Toronto - Ontario M5W 1N6 - Telephone ( 416) 534-0392. 
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IF YOU ENJOY HAVING YOUR NAKED BODY 
SUCKED BY GIANT SQUIDS, YOU WILL ENJOY 
CRAD KILODNEY'S TWO NEW BOOKS 
Bang Heads Here, Suffering Bastards 
and 
The Orange Book 
$3.00 each, at disreputable bookstores 
or direct from the author at; 
134 Haddington Avenue 
Toronto, Ontario M5M 2P6 
(Private limited editions). 
'No thanks some of our customers would be 
offended by your language.' 
-Estelle Gee, Manager and Head Buyer, Lichtman 's Books 
Adventures in Eden 
By Robert Harris 
blocking the wind for no reason some mussolini 
on the roof the head of those monuments 
to the id and ego of big industry 
the light the sun that plays an eons old game 
does it rather in shadow now that synthetic stone 
has taken the joy out of reflection 
several compact cars rush on the track below 
to win a race to get home against the lights 
feeling free and more apt to commit moving infractions 
now that the rush hour has past and not a solitary figure 
dares chase across the pathway 
city of the future they named it 
think about the old art deco cinema futures we will never 
have but they say this is real this is now 
look at the offices of blind views and the blindly 
competent who live on background music 
as in the cool isolation tank of the glass elevators 
with the perfect carpet that always mildews in the rain 
the concrete is soundproof they made it modern 
strong and stronger still than the raped woman who spent 
some time in a soundproof concrete subterranean garage 
soundproof she said and shouted to prove it for the tv 
cameras for all those who rush home to catch life come 
to life on CBS 
Gleichshaltung - From History 
By Ken Hollings 
The following text is a voice-over from Hollings latest film. The film is a study of 
gang warfare set against a background of punishment farms, prisons, factories and 
mental hospitals in the United Kingdom. 
Every idea and every thought 
Every theory and all knowledge 
must serve this one purpose. 
In this light everything has 
to be checked and used according 
to this purpose -
In the presence of blood tests 
body searches black hair -
power and trust-hiding and transit 
It hits you 
the smell of petrol on concrete 
It cuts and corrodes -
or when he said 'oh no' - spread 
his hands across his stomach 
and fell face down on the floor 
There is no judgement 
There are no drums 
'- and we still carry this stain-' 
And slowly we are finishing with 
all other themes -
There is only conflict - only conflict 
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The Diary of Don Juan 
By Karl Jirgens 
The following text if from a new collection of works entitled Strappado now avail-
able through the Coach House Press. 
... the macheteros advance very slmvly. It is essential that we .keep on 
marching. We rested for a while and dined on mote and charqUL. Carlos 
and Eduardo went ahead on a scouting mission. Tomorrow we prepare an 
ambush against the reactionary forces assembled twenty kilometers 
southeast of San Salvador. 
-Fragment from the Diary of Don Juan-
He has been sitting at the table for years, staring outside t?e win??w at the 
street below. Staring at the typewriter sitting before him wa1tm? for. a 
thought to touch him. For years he has been aborting thoughts m m1d-
sentence. They flutter down from the ceiling like smal~ gr~~ flowers and set-
tle on the paper , but he rips the sheet out and mashes 1t d1smterestedly. The 
floor is littered with small white deaths. 
Today he had an idea. Today he figured out that there's as many letters in 
the alphabet as there are ounces in a whisky bottle .. Today _he sucked back 
a twenty-sixer and sat down in front of the typewnter agam. He stared at 
the street below. He stared at the empty whisky bottle. It was Seagra~s 
Five Star Whisky that made him think about how he had pissed away his 
past. He thought about writing something with passion, marrow, blood ~nd 
bone. He thought about the future. He was pissed to the gills. Today, like 
everyday, he thought about the street outside the window, except today he 
was standing on the ceiling instead of sitting at his desk. He though~ he 
could detect his own reflection in the glass as the street spun past mto 
future. he gave himself shit. 'Today is different ,' he said, and he fum?le~ 
desperately with the keys. 'Nobody 's gonna lock me out of immortality , 
he said. And he wrote a poem. An epic poem. And then he passed out. 
Pissed. 
He spun down from the ceiling to the bed, he spun like the petal of a small 
gray flower falling to rest onto the salt wet sand on a beach in El Salvador. 
And he dreamed. He dreamed that he was chained to a huge rock at the 
edge of that beach and that the tide was coming in. The wind and. the surf 
drowned out his voice , and he was singing, crazy, at the top of his lung~. 
The spinning gulls ignored him. The surf rode up his chest and .slappe~ his 
face. Later , he dreamed that he was walking along the beach m a pair of 
gucci shoes and jordache jeans. The shoes were getting pretty torn up what 
with the rocks and salt and sand. He came to a cave. In the cave he sa_w a 
body Jieing. He couldn't tell if it was dead or alive. He t~ought he might 
recognize it, so he moved in for a closer look. As he rolled 1t over to look at 
the face, he woke up. 
He was back in the darkness of his bedroom staring up at the ceiling. The 
ceiling was slowly spinning. He got up and went back to the typewrit~r. H~ 
found the poem there. At first he didn't recognize it , but then he realized it 
was the same epic he had written twenty-six ounces ago. He began. to read 
it out loud trying to ignore wave after wave of pain crashing over his he~d. 
He could taste salt in his mouth. He couldn't hear himself over the roarmg 
of his hangover. Outside , the street spun by, ignoring him. Yet he sensed a 
vitality in this poem. 'This poem's got guts,' he said to himself. He th?ught 
about a name for the poem and decided to call it Don Juan. As he did, he 
noticed the page starting to breathe. The text lifted off of the surface of the 
sheet, rose up into the air and then settled at the edg~ of hi_s desk. It was the 
size of any ordinary man and it sat there staring at him as 1f he were a blank 
sheet of paper. The poem said, 'Have you got anything. to eat aroun~ here? 
I'm starved.' He stared back in stupefaction. 'And while you're at it, how 
about a drink?' He kept staring as if he'd never seen a poem before until the 
poem spoke again, 'Well, what about it? I ain ' t gonna wait all day 
y'know ... ' .By now, the ~oem ~ad ~oved to the edge _of ~he bed and w~~ 
studying him contemplatively. Let s not forget who invited whom, e~. 
This snapped the writer out of it. 'If you're going to be in ~y house ea~mg 
my food and drinking my drink, then the least you. can d? is, sho~ a little 
respect. I happen to be a writer you know! ' the wnter sa1~. ~ wnter you 
say? You sound more like a boozing hacker with less brams m your head 
than I've got in my armpit. You parasitic pox-ridden parrot! You're stuck 
for an answer when people say 'hello,' and what's more , my anus could 
give you lessons in diction , so don't expect me to wax nepotistic wi!h your 
ship-wrecked visions of grandeur, you spineless jello.' The poem said all of 
this calmly, like he meant business. 'Spineless!' said th~ writer, 'L~ok 
who's talking! Why, you're nothing but a load of metaphysical fluff, you ve 
got less substance than cotton candy!' 'You dunce's cap, you vacuum 
cleaner, you talk to me about substance?! Your brain ratt~es in _your skull 
like a bee-bee in a boxcar. I'm hungry , and after lunch, I m gomg to take 
nap, this bed's a bit lumpy, but it' ll do, hope you don't mind using the 
couch for a few days.' 
They ate in front of the T. V. Between bites, the p.oem ~xpoun~ed .on 
literary theory while the writer sullenly soaked up his rapidly dwmdlmg 
supply of beer. He swallowed the waves of nausea sweeping over his body 
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rather than betray any further weakness to the poem. At first they watched 
The Price Is Right and the writer thought about Faust while begging God to 
take the T.V., the poem , and his hangover away. Then Don Juan switched 
the channel to Loveboat and heaped insult on top of injury in the writer's 
brain. 'Sea epics are great,' said Don Juan, 'y'see, you gotta have twelve 
sections in a real poem, lots of stuff on love and war, maybe a shipwreck or 
at least a storm at sea, and you gotta have lots of new characters all the 
time, throw in some military guys, captains, presidents, generals, maybe a 
prime minister and especially a king or queen. Show 'em what hell's all 
about.' The writer sat shivering feverishly. He pulled back hard on his beer 
and thought about Jekyll and Hyde. 'And women,' Juan said, 'lemme tell 
ya, they might really love the first guy they fall for, but after that they're 
only in love with love itself, see? Jes line 'em up, and the more the merrier , 
wham-barn.' By now the poem was becoming fairly drunk and the writer 
was almost beginning to enjoy his new-found company. 'Lottsa sex, heaven 
'n hell, didja hear the one about the guy with five pricks? Fit his girlfriend 
like a glove, har har,' said Don Juan. 'Yeah, I heard it,' said the writer. 
Then the doorbell rang. The writer went to answer it. It was Heidi , a teller 
that worked at the local Bank of Nova Scotia. The writer had spoken to her 
several times after witnessing a robbery there. Somehow it was easier to 
speak frankly after sharing the experience. He suddenly remembered that 
he had invited her to drop over for lunch and he watched in dismay as Don 
Juan popped the last of the chicken sandwiches into his drunken mouth. 
The writer's head throbbed. He opened the door and then introduced her to 
Juan. Heidi requested a cup of coffee, and the writer retired to the kitchen 
where he had spent many happy hours drinking Pride of Arabia. As Juan 
and Heidi chatted in the living room, the writer stared at himself in the 
chrome of the general electric water kettle. He thought about Frankenstein, 
and about coffee plantations in Latin America. 
While he was in the kitchen, Juan was putting the moves on Heidi. And 
when he returned to their company Heidi spoke. 'There's something I have 
to tell you ,' she said, 'it's important.' Juan had convinced her/to live her 
deepest secret fantasies. He had convinced her to run away with him to 
Latin America. The writer thought about getting angry. He thought he 
should convince Heidi of the error of believing in Don Juan. He thought he 
should say something like, ' I taught this guy everything he knows, I gave 
him the clothes on his back, a place to sleep, food and drink! I made him 
what he is today!' Instead, he watched them leave through the window in 
front of the typewriter, and then he sat back down in front of the television. 
Maybe he didn't say anything because he knew it wouldn't make any differ-
ence. Maybe because he knew what Don Juan would say anyway. He 
would say something like , 'That may well be, but Heidi likes me better. 
After that, the writer didn't sit at his desk anymore. Instead, he sat in front 
of the television drinking Black Label beer. Instead, he listened to the surf 
grow louder in his mind while the hair grew longer on his face. He watched 
Love boat and The Price Is Right. One day he was watching the news and 
he saw a U.S. journalist interviewing a guerilla from San Salvador. The 
guerilla had wild eyes and a beard that seemed to be made up entirely of 
tiny gray flowers. He was condemning the policies of Gerneral Carlos 
Eugenio Vides Cassanova, director of the National Guard, recently nom-
inated as defence minister. The writer seemed to recognize something fami-
liar in the features of the revolutionary. The writer listened to the guerilla's 
words. 'Our every action is a battle cry against the existing system. Wher-
ever death may surprise us, let it be welcome, provided this, our battle cry, 
may have reached some receptive ear and another hand may be extended to 
wield our weapons.' The writer watched Don Juan in silence and had to 
admit a secret admiration. He even forgave him for stealing Heidi, and this 
impulse was confirmed when he received a letter a few days later. It was 
from Heidi and she announced that she had abandoned Don somewhere 
near the pyramids of Yucatan, and was now living with a real estate agent in 
southern California, and was wearing J ordache jeans and Gucci shoes and 
was roller skating and hot-tubbing her way towards her deepest secret fan-
tasies. 
Not much later the writer received news that Don Juan had been captured 
by a superior force of federal troops. His M-2 rifle had been destroyed by 
gun-fire , and he had been shot in the legs so that he couldn't walk. He had 
been interviewed by a drunken officer who had threatened him with strap-
pado and had tried to convince him to betray his compadres. Instead, Don 
Juan slapped him in the face. He slapped him like a salt wave crashing in 
from the Pacific ocean. He had been scheduled to be assassinated by 
American-trained rangers under the command of Generalissimo Casanova. 
When confronted, Don Juan noticed that the assassin was vacillating. Juan 
spoke firmly. 'The thing that they hate, is hate itself,' he said. The assassin 
left but returned again under Casanova's orders. This time Don Juan said 
nothing. Instead, he looked at his own reflection in the terrified eyes of the 
assassin. The gunman fired his automatic weapon from the waist down. A 
version of Juan's capture had been already spread. It had said that Jaun had 
died several hours after the clash due to loss of blood from wounds in the 
legs. The executioners had orders not to shoot at his chest or head so as to 
corroborate with the original version. This cruelly prolonged Don Juan's 
agony, until a sergeant, also drunk, finally killed him with a pistol shot in 
his left side. They were only eighteen kilometers southeast of San Salvador. 
From a distance the machine gun sounded like a selectric typewriter doing 
an automatic erase. Much later, a fragmented version of Don Juan's diary 
was released by the C.I.A., but it never came into the hands of the writer. 
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The Circumcision Rites 
Of The Toronto Stock Exchange 
By Crad Kilodney 
Among the many secret rituals that take place within the Toronto 
Stock Exchange, none is more complex or mysterious than the ritual 
of circumcision. Outside of the financial district , few persons are 
even aware that such a ritual exists. Only a very few learned men 
have been privileged to observe and document it. 
It is not until the apprentice or novice on the floor of the T.S.E. 
becomes circumcised that he is entitled to call himself a trader in full 
standing (moran) and enjoy full freedom of action, a freedom which 
he uses especially for erotic purposes. Uncircumcised, he cannot 
marry ; the same is true for young females of a brokerage house 
working within the Exchange. It is only through circumcision that 
the brokerage house acknowledges them to be sexually mature 
adults. Therefore , nothing is more desired by both sexes. The young 
male novice (layoni) becomes a man (moran); the girl (kyepta) 
becomes a woman (osotya). 
Despite the universality of circumcision among all brokerage houses, 
the reason for it is obscure. If one asks a partner of the firm about it, 
he merely says, 'Zamani!' which means 'since. ancient times.' In 
answer to my question on the circumcision of females, a senior 
partner of Hector. M. Chisholm said to me, 'We don't want anything 
hanging like that in front of our women!' And he made a disdainful 
gesture with his little finger, signifying the clitoris. 
But it seems to me that the fundamental reason for circumcision of 
young men is to make the act of intercourse easier. And of secon-
dary significance is the period of convalescence following the opera-
tion , when the youth can be initiated into the mysteries of the stock 
market. 
Among girls, the reason may be that of removing the erogenous 
zone, thereby ensuring that they will be perpetually unsatisfied and 
therefore more fit for the fast track of Exchange life. 
The circumcision rites are conducted secretly approximately every 
four years and, in the case of both males and females, before their 
26th birthday. The candidates then convene for that solemn act, 
which is undertaken as a group, but on different days for males and 
females. 
There is much dancing the evening before the circumcision of the 
males. The layoni appear in colourful leisure suits. They have had 
their hair styled and their facial hair shaved. They dance, leap and 
hop until they are exhausted. 
Very early the next morning the male candidates appear in pompous 
dress - grey three-piece suits and grey or black ties. They have just 
returned from the lake, where the circumcisor (materyot) sent them 
before sunrise to bathe. 'Laput iun' ('Go wash it'), he has said to 
them. Now they return to the Exchange, where circumcision always 
takes place. No uncircumcised male, no female, and no animal may 
be present. The morans, boyot (old men or senior partners), and 
those to be circumcised gather around the 'burning pyre', 
represented by any small, smokeless flame, such as a can of Sterno. 
Now a senior partner approaches. He questions each novice as to -
whether he has ever had sexual intercourse with a circumcised 
woman (the uncircumcised do not count). Then the poor fellow must 
confess. He must look into the face of the electronic ticker tape, his 
god. Great suspense predominates. The excited morans listen to this 
confession because there is always the possibility that one of them 
will publicly learn that he has been cuckolded. The candidate for cir-
cumcision behaves quite ungallantly, without pangs of conscience 
over the woman he seduced. If he likes her, he says something like, 
'I took her to a drive-in and did it in the back seat.' But if he is indif-
ferent to her, he says something like, 'I went to a party, and she 
called me to her, although I did not want to at all.' It is understand-
able why wives or girlfriends or the morans, or any other mature 
females in the Exchange, even those that prostitute themselves, have 
nothing to do with layoni in the face of such scandal. 
An iron staff, the medyeuta, resembling a chisel, has been glowing in 
the fire. On a bench a veteran trader or a partner of the firm mixes 
crushed chalk with milk, which is then rubbed onto the head of the 
candidate, who crouches on the floor. Now comes the materyot with 
his assistant, a junior partner. They seize the drawn-out foreskin; the 
one holds it fast, the other takes the glowing iron and passes it 
around the foreskin till it falls off, charred. The assistant throws it 
away while the master appplies fat from the udder of a cow to the 
wound. During the whole operation the candidate must not cry out, 
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or it would cost him his career. His salary would be permanently 
f~o~en at the entry level , and he would henceforth be the object of 
ridicule. 
Now all the newly-ci.rcumcised (tarusyot) withdraw into the mendjet, 
a small sparsely furmshed room, to sing the Circumcision Song: 
ya - ya - pa-ku-le-ro ma 
le ree o ye a ye - ya 
o le ree ya ya pa-ku-le-ro ma o 
ya guangue ya -ya guangua 
The me,yet b~comes the abode of the circumcised for several weeks. 
A _couner brmgs them their food: soft drinks, donuts, and fried 
chicken. In the meantime, their wounds heal. 
Th~ materyot.remains with them. He initiates them into all the mys-
teries of Busmess and how to survive in a jungle of wolves and 
snakes. 
After .his convalescence, the tarusyot finally leaves the menjet. Many 
questions must now be put to him. He is taken to the lake. One of 
the mor~ns will ask, 'What is a put?' 'An option to sell,' is the 
ans~er. lnde~d, ho~ he knows,' say his rejoicing friends. (Another 
pos.sible 9uest~on mig~t be: 'What resembles the sound of a vagina 
durm¥ coitus? But this has not been asked in recent years.) Now he 
goes !nto ~he water, where the morans purify him with cow urine, 
examme his healed organ, and depart. He follows them back to the 
E_xc,hange , where there ,is da?cing an~ merriment. He is now wearing 
his badge of manhood , which he will wear henceforth at all times. 
Women gather around and ask joyously, 'Where is the trader of So-
and-so? ' naming his brokerage firm. He is pointed out to them. 
At nightfa11 the ceremony may be continued in a private club or hotel 
suite at the discr.etion of each brokerage firm, although some cele-
?rants may remam at the Exchange overnight, drinking a,nd carous-
mg. 
The next morning the new moran is a free man and has the day off. 
He goes to the 'old man's house ,' the private club of the senior 
partners, or a h<;>te~ suit hired to serve the same purpose. If he has no 
sweetheart, a gtrl 1s sent to him - usually a typist or file clerk. she 
utters the standard greeting, 'I have come to give you my vagina.' 
The next day his best f~iend visits him at home, and he (the tarusyot) 
slaughters a goat for him. The day after that, the friend returns the 
favo~ by slau~htering a goat for him. They eat. The goats' stomachs 
are given to his mother. 
The Toronto Stock Exchange is the only exchange in North America 
where circumcision is still accomplished by burning· everywhere 
else the knife is used for this purpose. ' 
The circumcis~on of ~he girls (kyeptas) is an equally complex ritual. 
Those to be ctrcumc1sed are obliged to have their hair styled, buy 
new cl?the_s , and wear numerous plastic accessories. But the orna-
mentat1?~ 1s not yet complete. Each female candidate will be given 
~he trad1t10nal thigh bells, or kurkuriet. These massive iron bells, six 
mches long, resemble hal~-open pods, within which several iron peas 
may be seen. The kurkunet are attached to the thigh with a strap -
preferably three on each leg. The more bells, the louder the noise 
made by the rhythmic shaking and stamping. 
Ther~ is wil? _dancing on .the floor of the Exchange the night before 
the ctrcum~is10n of the girls. Both men and women appear in their 
most n:iagmficent costumes. The men may appear in the traditional 
calf-skm (goysit) covering the buttocks, and the high baboon-skin 
cap. The women m~y we~r huge earrings and a profusion of plastic 
bracelets; they anomt thetr faces with oil, so that the color of their 
make-up runs down their faces. 
Late ~h.at night, each female candidate must be prepared for the cir-
cumcis.10n to take place the next morning. An old woman, usually an 
execu.t1v~ secretary or sometimes the wife of the Chairman , brings 
t~e s~mgmg nettles (siwot) of the species Girardinia condensata. The 
~1~1 sits on a stool and spreads her legs; her genitalia are examined. If 
It 1s found that she is a virgin , she is kissed by the women. All are 
happy. Indeed, her immediate superior even has a cow slaughtered 
wh~n he hears the good news! The nettles are now applied to the cli-
ton.s. It burns terribly, but the girl bears the pain with unbelievable 
patience. The clitoris swells and becomes large. 
Early in the morn_ing, an e~perienced woman , the female materyot, 
approaches the girl , who. is crouching on the floor with her legs 
outspread. In a small gnll over the fire is a glowing coal. The 
materyot plac~s t~e co~l on a spoon-like instrument and applies it to 
th_e swollen chtons , which gradually chars. The girl endures this pain 
~1tho.ut a moan , for her thoughts are of the fast track and the sexual 
h?er~1es she may take to advance her position. Her closest 
g1rlfnends now fetch garlands of dollar bills and hang them around 
her ~eek. Then the girl retires, to begin a sick leave of four weeks. 
She IS now called tarusyot , the newly-circumcised. But the guests 
dance on , all day long, singing their own circumcision son, 'Eyo /eyo 
61 
leyo la ,' and stamping their feet madly. 
During her period of seclusion in the home of a girlfriend or older 
woman , the tarusyot will be attended by her girlfriends. She must 
wear a tight leather dress (nyargit) and a large three-cornered cowl 
(soynet), which covers her entire head and which has two peep 
holes. No man may look at her at this time. As in the case of the 
young men , the girl receives instruction by her materyot in the 
secrets of Business and Sex. 
When her wound is healed, a concluding feast is then given, which is 
celebrated very ceremoniously by the women employees of the brok-
erage firm and the Exchange. The highlight of this ceremony is the 
entrance of the lion, which has been brought into the Exchange by 
several older women. A jug of beer is offered to the lion. The old 
women stroke it to make it tame. All this time, the newly-
circumcised girls have been kept in a dark room. The lion is brought 
into the room and begins to growl, causing the girls great fright. Now 
they must eat all the insects off the lion and sip his urine from the 
floor. Then the old women lead the lion out. 
The circumcised girls believe in the authenticity of the lion with full 
seriousness. When I tried to hint politely that the ' lion ' was merely 
an Exchange official wearing a costume, the tarusyots almost wept 
because of the 'dirty lie ' I was telling about their grand experience. 
Consequently , I had to desist from further explanations. 
The ritual is concluded by the giving of money and shares of stock to 
the tarusyots by the old men of the brokerage firms. Beer has been 
brought in, and now both men and women participate in the pic-
turesque Beer Dance. Pressed close to each other, the married 
women from the various firms move in a circle, beating the leather 
parts of their clothing and thus giving a clapping accompaniment to 
their song. The dance is concluded by the tarusyots, who, in honor 
of the occasion, have painted themselves heavily with make-up. 
Despite the pain that they have endured, both young men and 
women will always remember their day of circumcision as a sublime 
event and ajoyous occasion. 
From time to time, legal and medical authorities have attempted to 
put a stop to the circumcision rites of the Toronto Stock Exchange, 
but the combined power of the brokerage firms and the deep sense of 
tradition that pervades Exchange life make it unlikely that these 
attempts will ever succeed. 
There can be no doubt that these rites, which may seem 'barbaric' to 
the layman who is unconnected to the business world, serve an 
important social purpose and contribute to the stability and orderli-
ness that one notices everywhere as one walks through the peaceful, 
shady valleys of the financial district. 
Image by Aldo Ronis 
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NEW FROM UNDERWHICH EDITIONS 
P.C. Fencott's dazzling visual novel NON HYSTERON 
PROTERON. You'll never approach reading in the 
same way again. 128 pp. $9.60 
Also newly available, bpNichol's poem / sculpture 
CONTINUUM, designed and hand-printed by Glenn 
Galuska. 
$4.50 
Write for a free catalogue of all UNDERWHICH titles 
to; P.O. Box 262, Adelaide St. Stn., Toronto, Ontario 
M5C 2J4. 
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CAVES by ELDON GARNET is a newly 
published full colour artist's book of 
ten tableaux vivant photographs 
depicting allegorical representations 
of basic human attributes. 
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Available through: 
ART REPUBLIC 
P.O. Box 270 
Station B 
Toronto, Canada 
M5T2W2 
Each book $6 
Signed copies $15 
a 
Duets, Trios & Choruses 
By Richard Kostelantez 
Possibly what basically distinguishes poetry from prose is its greater 
range of geometric devices: A whole series of arbitrary semantic 
resolutions can be replaced by a purely formal, geometric resolu-
tion. 
- 'Poetry and Prose in Cinematography' Viktor Shklovsky; 1927 -
I. 
POETIC LIGHT 
-------------
HIRSUTE PINBALL 
-------------
SEWAGE SEWING 
-------------
BICYCLE ASTEROID 
-------------
SUSPECT RESPECT 
-------------
ONE ESTRANGEMENT 
-------------
VAGARY VAGRANT 
-------------
CORNUCOPIA CREMATORY 
-------------
VANQUISH SAVORY 
-------------
HENPECK CALISTHENICS 
-------------
SQUASH TETRAHEDRON 
-------------
SURPRISE SURCEASE 
-------------
SOUL SOLE 
-------------
RECORD SCORE 
-------------
II. 
GRAMMAR MAPS PUZZLES 
-------------
CALIPER CALLOW CALIBRATE 
-------------
EXCELSIOR EUPHORIA EXCAHTHEDRA 
-------------
COMMON COMMONER COMMUNE 
-------------
MEMORY POETRY ECONOMY 
-------------
CONFIDE LEND LOVE 
-------------
INTRIGUE TENSION POWER 
-------------
BOOK CONVERSE PLAY 
-------------
DESIRE DESTINY DESERT 
-------------
RICHES DENSITY DUTIES 
-------------
REJUVENATE JURIDICAL VENEMOUS 
-------------
SPERMA T AZOA BACTERIA SHRAPNEL 
-------------
III. 
I 
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Genderous 
By Franc;ois Lachance 
Can polymorphous perversity free 
free speech from the monoploly of free 
enterprise? 
Can heterosexism and socialism co-exist? 
Duo division 
Self serve circus 
Compulsion attraction 
Centre ring lesions 
Stir side raucus 
Duo divisions 
Paring kindergarten eden 
Couple-locked line-ups 
Compulsion attraction 
his tube image of toothpaste harems 
she , protection conscious 
duo divisions 
Mutations of alienations 
Ghettos plus 
Compulsion attraction 
Mutations of alienations 
Ghettos plus 
Compulsion attraction 
Mute tiny infiltrations 
To counter caucus 
Duo divi sions 
Compulsive addictions 
'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+-
Multiple Choice 
By Marina LaPalma 
The fat one, I thought, was the only one who could get me the 
job. When we climbed into the mirrored chamber I knew I 
would have to: 
1) relax and 'go with the flow' 
2) think fast 
3) fuck him and get it over with 
4) get out my revolver again 
I could hear them hooting and hollering up the canyon, headed 
our way. Mary stood shaking uncontrollably in the middle of 
the cabin. As I pulled out the shotgun, I was calm, calm as the: 
I) landscape at Blainville 
2) lake on a windless day 
3) red house among the apple trees 
4) xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx -
We'd cycled past the terrace again and again. That whole sum-
mer. No one was ever on it , or anywhere about the narrow 
garden surrounding the house which in the mornings I ima-
gined seemed always about to spew forth some comely inhabi-
tant. At twilight its yellow walls glowed nearly as long as the 
sky to the west over France and the Atlantic. I wondered: 
1) If I asked for it, would Salmi give me the house? 
2) Whether those walls had come from the depleted quarry 
behind 
the bells. 
3) How to break the padlocks on those thick wood doors. 
b 
Sozialtriptych 
By Alan Lord 
Sozialtriptych is a three-part poem/object/installation work-in-progress which 
processes a fixed set of words through various stages, culminating in practically 
endless permutations of three-word phrases or commands. Its purpose is to verbally 
simulate the wide range of social pressures that bombard us throughout our lives, 
specifically in the Anglophone North American social context. 
Sozialtriptych works in the following way: A TRS - 80 Pocket Computer, in one cal-
culation cycle, selects one word at random from each of three separate lists of 33 
words each, and displays them in the sequence: A, B, C. 
The A list contains a set of verbs selected to correspond to manipulative actions 
useful in an aggressive, competitive society. The B list is a set of both social institu-
tions and personal preoccupations representative of a wide section of society, while 
the C list corresponds to popular ideals or objectives of planned social interaction. 
These lists do not in any way constitute either a complete or exhaustive range of 
possibilities: the total number of words utilized (99) was both dictated by available 
computer memory space and the practicality of only selecting two-digit random 
numbers. The total number of permutations of commands theoretically possible is 
35,937 (if there are 3 positions in a sequence, and 33 distinguishable elements can 
occupy each position, then the number of distinct sequences of 3 elements possible 
is 33 cubed. I constantly have to modify the TRS - 80 program in order to keep it 
from converging into calculation loops which repeat the same pattern of words after 
several iterations, depending upon the complexity of the program and the steps 
taken to ensure fresh starts in the randomization process. 
A. 
l)WIN 
2) WATCH 
3)DEVELOP 
4) PUSH 
5) JOIN 
6)TEACH 
7) BUILD 
8)CHOOSE 
9)0RIENT 
10) THINK 
11) USE 
12) LEARN 
13) SPOT 
14) APPLY 
15) DECIDE 
16) HOLD 
17) DISCUSS 
18) GAIN 
19) RETAIN 
20) APPROVE 
21) GRAB 
22)DRAW 
23) PROVIDE 
24) PLAN 
25) FILL 
26) ADD 
27) STRESS 
28) MEET 
29) SAVE 
30) SHARE 
31) CREATE 
32) BOOK 
33) RUN 
B. 
JOB 
MONEY 
FAMILY 
HOME 
SEX 
CAR 
HEALTH 
FOOD 
SPORTS 
BUSINESS 
MANAGER 
CAREER 
INDUSTRY 
BANKING 
FUTURE 
OFFICE 
SCIENCE 
POLICE 
MARKET 
LAW 
SCHOOL 
CHURCH 
LEADER 
ELECTION 
GOVERNMENT 
MILITARY 
INSURANCE 
PARENT 
ART 
TAX 
PUBLIC 
DINNER 
ELITE 
C. 
REWARDS 
MATTERS 
VALUES 
MORALS 
STUDIES 
CARE 
PLANS 
FACTS 
COMPETITION 
RESULTS 
SKILLS 
GOALS 
TRENDS 
IDEAS 
ETHICS 
ORDER 
BENEFITS 
SUCCESS 
GOODS 
SERVICES 
AIMS 
COMFORT 
STATUS 
SECURITY 
FORMS 
SALES 
SPACE 
NEEDS 
PRIDE 
CREDIT 
INTEREST 
DATES 
AFFAIRS 
The Way It Really Is 
By Jonathan Lowe 
I'm supposed to tell you something about my book, and why I wrote it. Well, one 
morning I woke up sick of life. I'm talking uugghh sick here - moral fever, existen-
tialist chest pains, the whole shebang. So the question was this - would I go to the 
office in such a condition and patiently prescribe for Mrs. Zabonzy and her ilk the 
proper medicines needed to drain their sinuses, or would I attempt to alleviate my 
own peculiar distress by 'nipping it in the bud'? 
Unfortunately, no ooner had this question come to mind when the symptoms of my 
capricious malady appeared: glancing out the window at a sun rising tentatively 
over that beautiful gray ocian of tenements, I immediately sneezed three times 
rapidly, like a snub-nosed .38 at close quarters, and fell to the floor dragging myself 
around in search of The Annotated Kafka. After twelve minutes my knees jerked. 
Then my elbows. Finally, I went out for a walk. 
Now on the particular morning in question, as I stumbled down 7th Avenue (or was 
42nd St.?), this distress resulted in my being jack-knifed up and hurled against a fire 
hydrant by a dynamite blond who emitted a rather unpleasant vulgarity. Since she 
accepted neither my apology nor my clinically sketchy self-diagnosis, I soon 
discovered yet another symptom of this unique strain of Nouveau Lifesickness - the 
marvelous inability to keep from saying what one really thought. 'Hey - you're too 
beautiful,' I told her, (digressing somewhat from the subject of sku ll fracturing), 
'and furthermore, such a distraction should be illegal. They should cart you off for 
it!' 
Although I'll admit that the expression of this religiously-kept opinion of mine 
momentarily relieved my discomfort, I can't recall if any eavesdropping band of 
winos did what I suggested, because by then I'd passed out. And since my ambu-
lance driver favored the scenic route, I spent the better part of that first hour in a 
daze of sluggish semi-wakefulness, unable to consider my situation further. It was 
only after my hospital stretcher was stranded in the hallway while my driver's 
license and credit cards were being analyzed in the lab that I began to clearly visual-
ize my new career. Not much later, then, leaping up from my Deathbed (which cost 
$50 extra a day anyway), I rejected the consultation of the priest, the rabbi, the 
Moonie, and the witch-doctor-visiting-Disney-world-from-the-New-Guinea-bush (all 
of whom the hospital kept on retainer), and despite their insistence that I'd be 
unemployed in the afterlife (there being no need for small-time quack doctors there), 
I shunned the suggestion that I should apply early for dwindling Street Sweeping 
Positions or Intergalactic Food Stamps, and immediately bolted out into the freezing 
rain in search of typing paper. 
Not only did the writing of my book, The Way It Really Is cure me of all my ills, but 
its radical know-it-all philosophy was rejected by 'those having the most to lose', 
and it went underground into reprints after causing the original publisher - WhyNot 
Press - 'irreparable damage' in the form of a 1000 pound wrecking ball, black in 
color. Badgered bookstore owners soon began suffering 'burn-out' when the only 
copies of Way ran for $600 each, having been hand-scribed by monks doing freelance 
cover-work for the Fatso Vallencici family of Brooklyn. Soon only those with 'con-
nections' could get a copy. Celebrities. Sports Figures. Henry Kissinger. Anyone 
requiring classified information as to the state of humanity. Exceptions were made 
and copies given gratis only to qualified applicants who could successfully describe 
in twenty-five words or less the 'intolerable cosmic banana peel upon which they 
had slipped.' 
For instance; 'After I became a diabetic I lost an eye in an alley over a bit of mis-
taken identity. Couldn't afford no fancy glass eye so I had this big white marble 
painted by a sailor who does tattoos real cheap and he plugged it in. Later on I 
stole a telephone to put in my condemned fiat, but the only calls I got were wrong 
numbers. Then the police found out and put me in jail with the guy who put out my 
eye. Now I'm missing three toes.' 
Another flunkee of remedial math wrote; 
Been sleeping on a torn couch spewing orange peel and want to know if my new 
Mercedes really can pull my 24 foot sloop. 
Since signitures counted too, neither of these gentlemen(?) received copies, 
although eventually one copy was granted to an applicant who wrote simply , 
'Whooops !' Suffice it to say that six months later, having done the lecutre circuit, 
along with the required moronic spate of morning talk shows, I was forced to con-
clude my business in the States and move to St. Tropez on the advice of a 
psychiatrist/drinking buddy, who told me to 'climb out of the fishbowl while it's still 
possible .' There, ensconced where I was in my suite atop the St. Tropez Hilton, 
they started calling me the 'Seer of St. Tropez', and the 'Penthouse Guru', and a 
few other of their vicious ethnic slurs. (Not that I minded. I had a red Maserati, and 
something I called 'Cosmic Fidelity' to go with my five pound bag of chocolate-
covered Bon-Bons.) 
So. What is the synopsis of my book, or the summary of my prophetic vision which 
sweeps aside all the confusing and conflicting miasma touted by other book-selling 
philosophers and psychologists down through the ages? In a word, HONESTY. 
Because in defining the parameters of existence I have not merely paid my rent and 
kept myself in BLACK RUSSIAN CA VIAR, I have pointed the way for that new 
generation of 'lifesick' people among us to be healed. Why this particular way? 
Well , since most of'civilized' man has become so TECHNICAL, so immersed in fad 
diet books and computer books and sex books and psychology books - isn't it obvi-
ous that he has become the victim of his own blind complexity? If you think about 
it , before long, no one will be able to get a date because the only girl with the 
correct compatibility-quotient and DNA-readout will live in Bangor, Maine and 
have buck teeth. Or just watch with what abandon those Electrical Engineers or 
Computer Science teachers 'shake their booties' while drunk out of their gourds on 
weekends, and ask yourself: 'why is it most anybody can explain to you the postu-
lates of quantum mechanics (or at least how to operate an automatic teller) but can't 
for the death of him, adequately explain his preference for Ted Nugent over 
Mozart? Is it really because Mozart never heard of an automatic teller? And what 
about Ted Nugent - has he ever heard Mozart?' 
Life is jaffling to most of the mass reading public, I'm sure. But to me it is crystal 
clear. That is why I have subsequently authorized (during autograph parties), many 
of the previously 'unauthorized' editions of my book, which were distributed in a 
variety of beautiful covers to bookstores everywhere. With the exclusion of any 
name or title, these books continue to remain - unabridged - as a kind of be-all and 
end-all, a Magnus Opus of truth and honesty, to rip apart all the shrouds which we 
cringe behind. This is true regardless of whether my signiture appears on any of the 
book 's many, many blank pages. 
Put succinctly: I believe in leaving NOTHING to the imagination. 
'The Comedy Tape' - Stories by J.F. Lowe; flip side - increase your vocabulary 
while listening to gentle ocean sounds. $5. from J.F. Lowe, Box 16315 Greenville, 
SC 29606 USA. 
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(A) and (B) 
By Karen Maccormack 
(A). i. A man moves on the diagonal across a courtyard. 
A bird, any bird larger than a pigeon , flys concentrically above 
the man's head as he advances to the opposite side. 
A wind blows in a direction which cuts across the path of the 
man at right angles . 
When the man is at the halfway point rain begins to fall. The 
bird takes cover. The man slips a piece of paper which he has 
been holding in his left hand, into his jacket pocket, and runs to 
the nearest doorway. 
11. 
Leaving a plane which has travelled many thousands of miles , 
a man retrieves a memoir from his jacket pocket. 
He has , during the flight, rearranged its contents into a code. 
This code reads as if he had written a love letter. In fact , it is 
intended for the Minister of the Interior. 
It accidentally falls to the ground when the man kisses his wife 
and children. 
A minute later the woman leads her family away. In her purse 
is a memo which she thinks may contain information for her 
lover, the Minister of the Interior. 
(B). A glass sits on the white table. It dwindles daily. Its con-
tents overflow. In the glass a flower fades. 
The plates uniformly diminish. He finds relief in this unifor-
mity and ignores the implications. 
It is only when the toaster no longer accepts bread that he 
allows alarm to fill out its contours. 
This alarm reaches the ceiling where it is forced down the 
opposite wall to the window which does not open. 
The doorway is not filled by the door. 
The key cannot be removed from the lock. 
Shoulders swell around the doorway. 
The cork swells above the neck of a half-empty bottle. 
It sits still on the table. 
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A Novel Collection of Short Stories 
By Karl Jirgens 
Imagine a world rendered inarticulate, drowning beneath the axioms of a television 
Bable. Enter the hero, a lone drifter, a would be 'bon vivant' lost in a love triangle 
between himself, the audience, and the language he loves. Torn between linguistic 
mediocrity and a need to be heard, he discgraces himself before his friends and those 
who love him most by writing a sleazy sensationalist pulp novel. In a desperate 
attempt to redeem himself, he tries to pass the book off as a black 'nouveau roman' 
only to be recognized by a trashy Hollywood producer who attempts to purchase his 
apostrophic script. Desperate with shame, he contemplates life as an extended 
alcoholic metaphor on the back pages of Interview magazine until the mysterious 
woman-in-a-coma re-enters his life and returns him toward complacency and the 
sanity of late-night television. 
NOW AVAILABLE AT MOST BOOKSTORES OR DIRECT FROM: 
The Coach House Press 
401 Huron Street (rear) 
Toronto, Ontario 
M5S 2G5 Canada 
b 
Winter on T.V. 
By Ward Maxwell 
I guess the thing I remember most about winter is hockey on 
t. v.. Looking at the ice on the t. v., the red and blue stripes, 
the white boards, the t. v. screen a boundary between me and 
the ice - there it was - the ice on t. v. and I wasn't cold - it 
seemed a great thing - t. v. that is - that was when I realized 
what a great thing t. v. was. 
I knew the ice was still cold but the arena was warm and the 
players didn't really get cold like I did at 7 o'clock in the morn-
ing with magazines for shin guards under my frozen corduroys 
caked with ice shit and hopeless protection against crazily 
struck frozen, black pucks that shattered my kneecap into real 
pain - let me tell you, boy! 
The ice was cool against my cheek and seemed a safer thing to 
concentrate on rather than the burning kneecap squirming into 
the ice - which is an adequate analysis of winter's paradox -
winter always lead to an analysis of extremes - like licking the 
fencepost on a dare to see how stupid you could be and the first 
frozen shock of awareness that stupidity can transcend your 
own expectations and someone running for a kettle of hot 
water and your frozen tongue saying over and over, 'Now, 
everyone will think I'm an idiot.' 
Hockey was like that too. I could never see the puck on t. v. - I 
had a good idea where it was unless all the players were milling 
around and then I couldn't tell where the puck was /'cause I 
always watched which way the players were facing and then I 
figured - there goes the puck! - it was how I figured it out - I 
mean for all I knew there wasn't even a puck - it could have 
been a act of faith and I WOULD NOT HA VE KNOWN! 
Even now. 
I don't care - I mean I didn't even like hockey on t. v. ' cause I 
didn't understand it and I liked it even less in real life 'cause it 
was cold and it hurt - that's when I realized what a great inven-
tion t. v. was - 'cause everyone knew what was going on 
because the announcer TOLD you what was going on, so I 
didn't have to admit, ' hey, I can't figure out what is going on '. 
If you licked the screen your tongue didn't stick to the screen 
even if there was snow on the t. v. - all they did was flash a sign 
that read 'Sorry, We Are Experiencing Technical Difficulties'. 
T. v. was a big pill we swallowed for safety; it was too bad the 
t. v. didn't swallow us 'cause then we'd be safe and if it was 
winter somewhere then we'd just go to another channel. T. V. 
could have been the perfect snow suit - if it would have had us. 
You could never imagine a civil defense test in the middle of a 
hockey game. The Maple Leafs , after all, were too important, 
then, to be interrupted by a thermonuclear device. And 
besides, it was only a test - the long, painful hum a symbol of 
our safety - we knew the t. v. would continue - 'this is a test, 
this is only a test'. 
But hockey really pulled it all together - the print-out of the 
score superimposed on the action long before anyone thought 
of special effects and the computer was just science fiction and 
the idea of coaches watching the game on t. v. way up in the 
stands rather than being down by the ice would have been like 
ripping up free reds tickets 'cause you didn't want to miss your 
favourite t. v. show - hockey was both modern and timeless 
and it wasn't AFFECTED by the t.v. - it's like hockey just 
happened as if the cameras weren't there. Hockey was a 
natural. Even if you didn't like hockey you had to like it. 
And you always rushed through dinner on Saturday so you 
could be watching when 'Hockey Night In Canada' came on 
and usually on t. v. there's always lots of pictures of eating -
mouths opening and closing with obvious satisfaction and 
hands shove, shoving it in - zoom close-ups of soggy muck 
going down the ol' hatch - but it was as if all that racing 
through dinner emptied the t. v. of all that food imagery and all 
that was left was a sleek tiger and an idea of power that 
started; 'Put a Tiger in Your Tank ,' and that said it all right 
there, it tied it all together - Put a Tiger in Your Tank/Hockey 
Night in Canada. 
Hockey on t. v. really made sense. 
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Seven Part Theory 
for Michael Palmer 
By Steve McCaffery 
We say a character is drawn when a character is written in I. the action of 
instituting or establishing setting on foot or in operation foundation ordain-
ment the fact of written characters. Being instituted anything thus isolated 
is meaningful at its optimal level of insufficiency and so the word arrives 
(with us) at 2. the giving of form or order to a narrational base or thing in an 
orderly arrangement regulation. We can even now in a speech we are writ-
ing speak of speaking into the fictive base of a plot cutting into the charac-
ters that then cut out into b.) the established order by which anything is 
regulated by a system or a constitution of their own topographies. The par-
tial realization in all of this is how it goes or how it appears. Even now a 
character is written when a character is described by means of 3. establish-
ment in a charge or position. Syntax. Written characters. That is what it 
means by fiction. 4. training instruction education teaching. That is what 
the story formulates. The key factor in semantics is the transformation of 
word into world through institution. The definition is an embed. There is 
elsewhere the action of a space between theme monotony and incident. 
There is something else as well. 5. usually pluralized. Then it disappears. 
We say a character has insight when a) elements of instruction equal first 
principles of a science or art. The reader sees his plans by a technique of 
transformation that involves b) a book of first principles an elementary 
treatise or the optical replacement of what that story was. It is enough to 
say this is the study of a twofold movement. Points arise as reveries to 
form 6) an established law custom usage practice organization or other ele-
ment in the political or social life of a character from a rational node of con-
trary tensions a regulative principle or convention subservient to a twist 
into effects. These will declare themselves as words spoken onto the 
speaker's speech. Depth plus time equal the groundplan. The second move-
ment begins with opposition for contrast. A dramade' s hypostrodon. In any 
sense the character is only the general end of civilization. The core of a 
cube spreading outwards. A parallelogram of weight in change. A face 
wants to be lived in but spontaneous action is an error. As the fundamental 
keynote is the human personality there are patterns of human in 
significance. When all this happens there is death both in and out the story. 
A written character will prove this. Speaking onto drifts b) colloquial geo-
graphies of tension turning into something having the fixity or importance 
of a social institution in a death by naming. When I am the He who does the 
writing an author occurs as a thing without a well-established or familiar 
practice or object. An unstressed syllabic excess. Only then can the nouns 
murder through a lack of being. We say a character assassinates the story of 
the institution when a character is made to say I am the one who is coming 
to be in all of this. A name. Equated to 7. an establishment organization or 
association. A noose instituted for the promotion of some object. There is 
something else as well. There is a plethora of wounds of public or general 
utility cut into the territorial contours of what a written character might 
write as religious charitable educational or spoken words. This cut might 
bleed not as a death is said to bleed or that he bled to death in chapter five 
but as a photograph is said to bleed off the frame of a church a school a col-
lege a hospital asylum reformatory mission or the like. This is the point the 
institution represents itself. This is the point that that appears. This way we 
say a death stands in for life as the rule of all writing. A literary and philo-
sophical institution. The Royal National Life-Boat Institution. The Royal 
Masonic Benevolent Institution instituted 1798. The Railway Benevolent 
Institution. Elsewhere there is the mouth that speaks the passing of the 
mouth in the form of an act of severence. It is there where I was when I 
disappeared. Book. The name is often popularly applied to the building , 
appropriated to the work of a benevolent or educational or linguistic institu-
tion. Closed form from open set. And here a character might reincise a cir-
cumcision in the way a character in written characters might modify a pho-
tograph b. often occurring like INSTITUTE in the designations of societies 
or associations took and placed now inside these walls as this magazine 
before me this image of a death into description the hat felt the coat green 
the plastic meant to decorate the language game he played in with the left 
arm stunted the cigarette unlit name of Stephen first appearance in the insti-
tution on page seventeen name of institution Panopticon author Diodorus 
Siculus all said to lie on this page that stands for this total IDEA. Elsewhere 
there is the writer and the reader as the two sexes of each institution. His 
hat felt. Her coat green. His left arm stunted her cigarette. Unlit the photo-
graph becomes the noun description killed when this became a plot. There 
is something else as well. There is the fact that this is said by some other 
institution elsewhere in a space the writer of this hand describes as a reality 
cut off from individual beings for the advancement of literature science or 
art. We can say at this point that the photograph can only show the reader's 
face made fiction and entered in a writing written down in written charac-
ters. These characters are men of technical knowledge. These characters 
are dead or of special education. This is where the camera begins inside and 
outside the institution. Its definition is an embed. What writing is. Else-
where this is read as the institution of the history of character despite the 
fact that nobody is speaking. 
72 
... 
The Apartment Building 
By Thomas McNeely 
i am getting too fat from eating all these bananas 
my yellow budgie bird used to like them and i would stock 
up 
and buy in bulk 
it got out of it ' s cage once when i was cleaning the 
newspapers 
it flew out the window of my apartment and landed 
in the neighbour's yard and hopped around 
the neighbour's persian cat captured it before i could 
rescue it 
i captured the persian cat and cut off it's head with my 
WWI antique bayonet 
the neighbours freaked out and called the cops 
the cops pulled up to the curb in front of my apartment 
building 
in their yellow car 
they got out and went into the lobby 
two punky guys who live on the seventh floor came 
walking along 
and i watched them get in and steal the cop car 
i laughed and went to answer my door 
i opened it and said to the two moustaches 
'someone just stole your car' 
one cop went racing back down the stairs 
the other one looked me up and down 
'what are you looking at?' i asked him 
'you look like a cat-killer' he answered 
'here - have a banana' i replied 
/ 
when i got out of the 52 division headquarters later 
i was taken to the humane society building 
and they also took mug shots 
i was put on the humane society's 'WANTED FOR 
CRUELTY' list 
i made the top ten on my first offence 
people began to recognize me from my mug shots 
a woman smashed her shopping cart into mine while i was 
in the 
loblaws bulk terminal buying yellow no-name stuff 
a man started to hiss and scratch at me on the street 
i started to get crank calls at night, the voices of meowing 
and purring 
i was invited to appear on the 'Wide World of Cats' 
television 
show to explain my position and give my version of the 
story 
'i don't hate cats, just the one persian that ate my budgie,' 
i pleaded 
someone broke into my apartment and spray painted 
'CATS ROOL' on 
the ceiling of the kitchen 
they used yellow paint so i think i'll leave it 
i got a new budgie but he turned different colours and then 
died 
i tried to cook him, but i couldn't pull his legs off, soi 
threw 
him off the balcony in frustration 
one of the punky guys on the seventh floor uses him now 
as an 
earring-talisman 
the other punky guy has a red siren hat 
the cops are suspicious of their yellow metal vests 
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Asylum Kinetic 
Andy McCutcheon 
'Stochastic: (Greek, stochazein, to shoot with a bow 
at a target; that is, to scatter events in a partially ran-
dom manner, some of which achieve a preferred out-
come.) If a sequence of events combines a random 
component with a selective process so that only cer-
tain outcomes of the random are allowed to endure, 
that sequence is said to be stochastic.' 
Gregory Bateson 
Mind and Nature 
'Lo pianto stesso li pianger non lascia, 
e 'l duol che truova in sugli occhi rintoppo, 
si volge in entro a far crescer l' ambascia-' 
I. 
all 
my 
Dante 
Inferno, XXXIII, 94-96. 
predictions 
have 
stopped 
commg 
true 
here's how 
they 
shot 
my 
one good eye 
out 
now it's 
ants 
feet in 
the 
crawl 
spaces 
violin 
music 
pum 
ped 
up 
the key hole 
II. 
i'd go 
after 
them 
buti 
keep 
getting stuck 
Ill 
the rain 
standing in 
door 
ways 
listen 
ing to the drops 
hit 
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the pavement 
listen to them 
long 
enough 
and it 
sounds 
like 
they're falling in 
slow 
III. 
one of 
motion 
these days 
one 
of them' s going to 
blow right 
through 
me 
but it 
won't 
bemy 
fault 
be 
running between 
them 
trying 
to 
make 
it 
home 
before 
the 
thunder 
hits 
'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+ 
Jane Eyre 
By Sparling Mills 
Plain Jane 
had 
2 men 
begging for her: St. John, the Christian, 
and Rochester the rake. 
One was blond & beautiful; 
the other dark & desperate. 
'Marry me,' St. John would way, 'Well 
got to Calcutta & die martyrs. What fun 
we ' 11 have, claiming our Reward. ' 
Rochester , on the other hand, had bought 
engagement pearls. Next day 
they would wed - but for Bertha , his wife , 
showing up. 
Dilemma: sizzle in India or 
become a mistress. 
Jane did neither. 
She waited. 
Finally 
St. John is dying happily 
Rochester is blind & crippled , and Jane 
is able to laugh out loud whenever 
she wants to. There's nothing so 
cramping as 
stifling a giggle. 75 
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A,B,C. 
By Gil McElroy 
A. h. f Narrative is everywhere an apparent.a A remorseles~ c ~m.o 
commands. A shrieking cascade in terms of certam fnction. 
Decay. 
Go to the threshold and listen there. The low 
murmur you hear is a fabled resonance. The ghostly 
plot of a particular strangeness. 
It has a story to tell. 
a Consider the 
Beast cold-blooded 
Viscously specific. 
Osmotic, it 
Seams 
Hell is a point somewhere sudden. 
A(2) 
The graze 
Of systems is 
Prized as 
Toes, clotted 
Unto gesture. 
Context is an acquired skill. 
A(3) 
Delivered unto 
Metaphor, fossils 
Articulate functional 
Errors in the binding 
Agent. 
Their sentiment is limitless. 
B. 
Surface is everywhere a medium of exchange. It is 
names we give. b Pious areas of things. Small 
jokes. 
The negative-energy sea has a deceptively calm 
meniscus. Exercise extreme caution. There are 
regions rude with double negatives. Empty 
promises. 
Hungry hollows. 
There are things there that go bump in the night. 
b It is names 
We give, caloric 
Decisions. The burning 
Sensation you feel 
Is the accuracy 
Of forests. 
Describe the trees. 
• 
8(2). 
I am as clever 
As bark, as 
Cunning as 
Wheat. I have an 
Acute sense of 
Nostalgia, a factor 
Of hands; once 
Opposable , twice 
Immaculate. 
Behold their small mercies. 
B(3). 
What is tactile 
Is the cruel charm 
Of periphery. The 
Bottom line is a 
Gravity well, a 
Beauty 
Just skin deep. 
C. / 
Horizon is everywhere a containing. The registered 
is an isolate system. The metabolism tends toward 
maximum entropy. c 
Heat death. 
To a traveller, an oasis may be a fabulous truth. 
Humour him. Derive a Newtonian thirst. It is the 
source of this polarity, and it demands symmetry. 
Parity. 
Salt spray. 
To a traveller, an oasis may be a terrible romance. 
c In a sub-system 
Of apples there are 
No guarantees. Only 
The common ground 
Of acquittal, a creature 
Comfort so inevitable 
It cheats you. 
Froin dense foliage 
You are quick and 
Mundane. 
C(3) 
Given the vanity 
Of acceleration, frail 
Talents emerge; naked 
Singularities, 
All in a row. 
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Hovering over the Coffin 
Like Stars 
By David McFadden 
I was sitting on a park bench thinking about psychokinesis and 
decided it wou]d be interesting to search for someone who could give 
a convincing demonstration. The search would be interesting any-
way. There was the. late afternoon traffic along St. Clair A venue 
West , red and yellow streetcars moving peacefully along, hordes of 
nervous cars fran tically jockeying for position, trying to get ahead of 
everyone else. 
The CN Tower and the turrets and spires of Casa Loma rose above 
the trees behind the tennis courts and reservoi r. There was a softball 
game in progress. The park custodian, a mean-looking dude , was sit-
ting on a bench next to the entrance to the washrooms. I thought he 
was going to tell me I couldn 't go in . He had a big paunch , a cigar , a 
cowboy hat , and , attached to hi s belt loop , a chain loaded with keys. 
He didn 't say anyth ing. There seemed to be a lot of silence in the air. 
The softball game was being played in silence , the traffic was going 
by in silence , no sounds from the tennis court , silence , other-
worldliness, stepping out of normal life . 
And there was a playground right in front of the washrooms , with 
dozens of kids playing on a set of sculpted white and yellow plastic 
slides and monkey bars and swings, with their parents standing 
around chatting and puffing on cigarettes. But silently. A strange 
pink light was everywhere , and no sound. 
When I came out of the john the custodian was talking to a woman in 
tenni s whites, pushing forty and with a sexy little skirt showing a 
hint of underlace. 'Well , golly gee ,' said the meanie , taking his cigar 
from his mouth. 'Every time I see you you look younger and 
younger. ' He was standing next to her, looking down at her , his keys 
bulging out. She was blushing. 
'Are you always like thi s?' she said. 
' Almost always. ' 
I sat down at a nearby bench and watched the kids in the play area. 
' Even when you're at home with your wife?' 
'Yes, I'd say so.' 
Two kids went by on one bycyc]e. The one pedalling was black, with 
close-cut kinky hair and a grey Michigan State University 
sweatshirt. The one sitting on the white plastic banana seat was 
white, with a Montreal Canadiens sweater. 
The custodian began talking about an accident he'd had ten years 
ago. He 'd cracked his spine in the neck area. He was driving along 
the Queen Elizabeth Way at seventy miles an hour with no traffic 
ahead or behind. Then all of a sudden , clunk. At first he thought 
something had gone wrong with his motor. Then he noticed a car had 
hit him in the rear. He swerved all over the road and when his car 
came to a rest finally, upright, he jumped out and saw that the other 
car had rolled over several times and was a total wreck. He helped 
the driver out and all the guy had was slight cut on his lip. 
'But as for me , see these two fingers?' he said. 'I still can't move 
them. The fingers are okay , it's in my spine. ' 
The woman was touching his two fingers. 'I still can't move them,' 
he repeated, 'and they feel cold all the time , you know?' 
'Isn't there anything the doctors can do for you?' 
'I don't know,' he said, his voice becoming softer, ' but I know this 
when I say that you're really a beautiful woman, and I don't just 
mean your personality either.' 
'Why thank you . ' 
The kids kept playing. I got up and walked around the tennis courts 
to the pumphouses , two interesting little buildings in the civic archi-
tectural style of the twenties , with identical green tin roofs, marble 
and limestone columns and pale yellow bricks. One of the buildings 
was at the top of the ravine and the other was about thirty feet lower. 
There was a wide set of stone steps leading steeply down from one to 
the other, and the set split in two and went around each side of the 
lower building. Toronto Water Works , 1930. 
A young woman was performing religious prostrations on a blue 
blanket in between two young maple trees further down the ravine. 
She had red curly hair and a green sweater with beige cords and bare 
feet. I sat on the crest of the ravine and watched, trying to figure out 
the pattern in her combinations and prostrations, kneelings, stretch-
ings, up and down, in and out. She took off her sweater and was 
wearing nothing underneath. A pair of small, and very pretty 
breasts. She occasionally looked over her right shoulder to see if 
anyone was watching. If she 'd looked over her left she'd have seen 
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me watching but she didn ' t. She relaxed on her back with her knees 
up, her bare feet on the grass , and an arm shielding her eyes from the 
sun. 
It was like being on the shore of an ancient beach. On the St. Clair 
ravine you 're several miles from the shore of Lake Ontario, but the 
millennia dissolve and you can see with your mind prehistoric waves 
lapping at the foot of the ravine on the south side of St. Clair, and the 
stately homes and doctors' offices on the north side begin to resem-
ble prehistoric lakeside chalets. 
You sometimes enjoy trying to produce images by concentrating on 
the ancient idea that everything is composed of atoms and that at a 
subatomic level the entire universe is empty of substance. Sunatta. 
You get the impressions of another universe existing in the same 
space as ours but of a different atomic composition: the various 
planes partake of the same atoms but in different combinations, as if 
form can have different layers of meaning. 
St. Clair Avenue is a goo_d area for such a practice: you often see a 
beautifu] beach teeming with prehistoric life, pterodactyls flapping 
overhead , the sun ridi ng over the waves and longing for the birth of 
humanity. Once you saw a serpent, ten feet in diameter and possibly 
two hundred feet long, curled up in hibernation like a subway train 
composed of slowly breathing fl esh, at the bottom of the St. Clair 
West subway station. The serpent hovered between visiblity and 
invisibility: it was transparent and its beating heart was visible , solid, 
but it wasn 't a real heart: it was a crescent moon, brilliant. 
A jogger went by, jogging along the crest of the ravine , making a lit-
tle detour to avoid me. In the mail from Hiroko that day had come a 
beautiful clothbound copy of Velikovsky's Oedipus and Akhnaton , 
which she 'd been telling me about enthusiastically, the book where 
Velikovsky makes his case for Oedipus and Akhnaton being one and 
the same. 
I was reading the Velikovsky book as I sat on the bench; it was con-
juring up images of Egypt as they were then , in the time of good old 
King Oedipus I Akhnaton. I left the park and walked west on the 
south side of St. Clair , past the subway station , past Vaughan Road, 
and into a variety store to pick up a paper. Standing there was a tall 
thin fellow in his late teens wearing a T-shirt wich read VELIKOV-
SKY IS RIGHT. 
He was an unusual looking fellow, with a long , thin face , large eyes, 
a long nose , and lips that were full and beautifully shaped. From the 
waist up he was thin but below the waist he was heavy. His thighs 
seemed grotesquely swollen and out of proportion with the rest of his 
body . I flashed the book at him and said I agreed with his T-shirt. He 
didn ' t seem to be much of a coincidence freak. 'Are you an admirer 
of Velikovsky ?' I said. He looked at me with a trace of regal amuse-
ment in his eye. 
'No , not really ,' he said , 'My mother gave me the shirt.' 
'Your mother? Is she a Velikovsky fan? ' 
' I wouldn ' t exactly call her a fan. She ' s been a serious student of 
Velikovsky for years. In fact she 's an archaeologist and is working 
on a research project in Greece at the moment. She's deeply into 
Velikovsky ' s theories.' 
'You're lucky to have such a mother ,' I said , 'She sounds like a 
remarkable woman. ' 
'I know,' he said. ' She 's really beautiful. I'm going to be spending 
the winter with her - in Greece . ' 
I went into a Jamaican bar to drink a beer, read my paper and think 
about psychokinesis. Service was slow. Self-contained , calm black 
people from the islands sat around quietly chatting, listening to quiet 
reggae on the juke box , smiling into space, walking quietly in and out 
of the kitchen , tiptoeing up and down to and from the basement 
washrooms , and back and forth from the bar to the tab]es. Everyone 
seemed half asleep. I flipped to the TV listings to see if there were 
any good late movies coming up. The synopsis of one went like this: 
'The tranquillity of a quiet suburban neighbourhood is shattered 
when a black family moves in. ' 
SMASH THE KLAN was the only thing written on the walls of the 
can, and it was written tentatively in a spidery ballpoint. I took a 
quick look in the women ' s washroom even though and maybe 
because the sign on the door said WOMEN ONLY, with ONLY 
underlined twice , and there was nothing at all on the wall except a 
mirror. Upstairs I ordered another beer and a plate of curried goat. I 
was in the bar about an hour and the only interesting thing that hap-
pened was a white guy in a jogging outfit jogged in with a liberal look 
on his face and went up to the bar to order a beer, went to sit on the 
bar stool , slipped , the stool fell over and hit the floor and he turned 
red with embarrassment. Imagine a movie with this synopsis: the 
tranquility of a Jamaican bar in a quiet Italian / Greek I Hungarian 
section of Toronto is shattered when a jogger from Forest Hill comes 
in for a beer. 
Delicious traces of conversation trickled from the table behind me. A 
woman and a man were quietly speaking about some romantic spot , 
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possessed of some strange attraction , a place where 'astral bodies 
could meet and make love for all eternity.' I looked out at the street 
to see if it were raining and stole a glance at them. They were in their 
mid-thirties, black well dressed, beautiful and quiet looking. 
'In heaven,' the man was saying, 'in heaven I've often imagined that 
individual entities about to be born appear as slaves on the auction 
block waiting to be auctioned off - ' 
The woman said something about the astral body being the vehicle of 
the mind and just as sh_e said that there was a two-vehicle accident in 
front of the restaurant. I paid my bill and left. An old wreck full of 
kids had ploughed into the back of a beautiful new Cadillac being 
driven by an elderly Japanese couple. The woman was holding her 
neck. On the street I passed a woman with a small stick in her 
mouth. She was standing in front of a fortune teller's storefront, with 
crude drawings of Tarot figures in the window. I wanted to say 
what's that in your mouth, lady? I was startled when she pulled the 
stick out and pointed it at me. It was a yellow sucker. She must have 
been reading my mind. 
A lot of restaurants in that area have signs in the window advertising 
psychic readers. I decided to try one , because I had a lot of time on 
my hands and maybe I could find something about psychokinesis. I 
tried Professor Barrie , in the Citadel Restaurant. I ordered a cup of 
tea. There was a well-dressed man with a briefcase sitting at the 
counter and eating a strawberry sundae. There was a severly 
deformed man with no chin sitting at a table and sipping a tomato 
juice through a straw. It was probably the only way he could drink. I 
shuddered. He looked like a giant mosquito. I had a feeling he was 
Professor Barrie but he wasn't. The waitress told me the professor 
had taken a few days off but if I really wanted to see him I could 
knock on the door of his apartment which was directly above the res-
taurant. 
He was a sweet old guy, with white hair and a merry look in his eye. 
He looked a little too happy , as if he refused to acknowledge the 
suffering and tragedy of life. He told me he'd just returned from a 
trip to Dublin , his home town. 'Ah, the girls over there are wonder-
ful,' he said, winking. 'They take fifty years off your life. They told 
me they felt better after seeing me again after all these years. I'm 
eighty-two, you know.' 
He invited me to sit at the kitchen table, then sat across from me. He 
told me he didn ' t have to read my cards because he could see vivid 
pictures all around my head. 'You just wouldn't believe the things I 
can see,' he said , sighing, dreamy eyed, looking intently at a piece of 
space above my head and on either side. I looked above his head: 
there was a framed picture of a dog on the wall. Under the dog were 
the words: 'Thinking of you on Father's Day. World's Greatest 
Grandfather.' 
'What can you see, in particular?' 
Pause. 'I believe,' he said finally, 'that you are going to spend your 
retirement years down in the tropics somewhere, in a tropical island 
in the Caribbean or the South Seas.' 
I didn't want to tell him I'd just come from a Jamaican bar. 'Why do 
you say that, exactly?' 
'Because I can just feel it in my bones. And the pictures I see all 
around your head. I see bright sunshine, sparkling waves, palm 
trees, and happy black people smiling and dancing. Oh, you're going 
to be happy in your old age.' 
With the professor's permission I looked around the apartment a bit. 
It was interesting. There was a glass china cabinet full of cups and 
saucers from all around the world, souvenirs, the professor said, of 
his days in the merchant marine. His pipes and cigarettes were 
neatly arranged on top of the cabinet. There was an old brass horse-
and-coach clock, with a driver holding a whip. As the clock ticked 
the whip came down over the horse's flanks over and over again. But 
the horse never moved. It just stood there under the lamppost. There 
was a cuckoo clock on the wall with carved wooden mice on the 
sides. I told the professor a story from my childhood. My parents 
had taken me to Storybook Gardens in London and in the Hickory 
Dickory Dock display the mother mouse was eating her babies. 
'Come quick, mother,' I said. 'The big mouse is eating the baby 
mice.' 
The professor looked stricken. 'That's just terrible,' he said. I began 
laughing and dropped my cigarette. Amazingly it landed upright on 
the floor. 
'Well, I'll be ,' said the professor. Tm eighty-two years old and I 
never seen a cigarette land like that in my whole life.' I guess we 
were making too much noise for his wife called him into the bed-
room. I had the feeling she had gone in there when I arrived and that 
my laughter was bothering her. 
When he came back out he looked a little subdued. 
'My wife isn't feeling very well ,' he said. 'She's got cancer of the 
spleen.' 
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He gave me an address on Greensides. An old woman answered the 
door, invited me into a tiny ground-floor apartment. We sat on the 
sofa. There was classical music on the FM radio sitting on top of the 
piano in the bedroom, which was separated from the front room 
where we were sitting by a set of plastic shower curtains. Tm afraid 
you're out of luck,' she said. 'Mrs. Kissinger is dead.' 
'Who are you then?' 
'I'm Mrs. Nixon.' 
'Mrs. Nixon?' 
'Yes.' 
'Mrs. Kissinger and Mrs. Nixon.' 
'Yes.' 
'Hm - When did Mrs. Kissinger die?' 
'She was ninety-two years old, would have been ninety-three on the 
twenty-fourth of this month, poor little thing,' she said. She seemed 
a touch deaf. 'Mind you, I'm not interested in the material world.' 
She looked nervous. 'Too many people are. That's the trouble with 
the world.' 
'You mean the material world?' 
'Yes.' 
'You mean the trouble with the material world is that too many peo-
ple are interested in it?' 
'Yes, that's exactly what I mean. ' 
'I see. Was Mrs. Kissinger?' 
'What do you mean?' 
'Was Mrs. Kissinger too interested in the material world?' 
'Yes, I suppose she was. ' She tugged at her necklace , our glances 
met and she glanced away again. 'She was always getting in trouble 
with the church. The churches won't allow this sort of thing , you 
know. One boy was with Mrs. Kissinger one day and he got glued to 
the chair. He almost went under.' 
'Went under?' 
'Died.' She squinted at me again , then looked away. Some Liszt 
piano music tinkered away in the other room. ' It 's treacherous. But 
hardly anyone can do it any more. We haven't got any what I would 
call real good mediums in this city any more. You have to go to Ger-
many.' 
I looked over at the piano and strained to read the title on the piece 
of sheet music sitting on the stand. It was 'Whispering Hope.' The 
Liszt was over and the CBC news was talking about the West Ger-
man elections. Next to the radio was an old brass horse-and-coach 
clock just like the professor's. 
'Germany?' 
'Yes. I've had to send two or three people to Germany lately. The 
Germans are the only ones who have the power to lift things.' She 
lifted an arm. 'They have powers of concentration we English people 
can't begin to match. And they have a way with the material world. 
And the churches support them too.' 
About seventeen questions popped into my head. I grabbed one, not 
necessarily the most promising: 'You mean the Spiritualist churches 
in Germany aren't opposed to the practice of psychokinesis?' 
'That's right. Not like the churches here. That church over on St. 
Clair, there's a new minister in there, a lady minister, and she says if 
anyone's interested in that sort of thing they can just stay away. And 
I can't say I blame her. It's treacherous. And it doesn't have 
anything to do with true spirituality, you know.' 
'Nothing at all?' 
'No, absolutely not.' 
I told her, softly, that if one could see a demonstration one might 
become a convinced believer, and then that would make it 
worthwhile. She seemed to agree but didn't want to say so. She 
didn't want to get in trouble with the church, certainly a source of 
consolation for her. She had a deeply lined face and a severely 
twisted leg and she kept dropping hints that , in spite of the fact that 
she wasn't interested in the material world, she expected to get paid 
for the information she was giving me. It was obvious she didn't 
have much money but it was also obvious she didn't have any solid 
information or knowledge. She was becoming gradually more 
incoherent. I wanted to find out more about the kid getting glued to 
the chair but the more confused she got the harder it was for me to 
keep track of what she was saying. 
'Did you ever see Mrs. Kissinger give a demonstration of psychok-
inesis?' 
'You mean lifting things?' She just wanted to make sure. 
'Yes.' 
'Sure did. One time a boy was there and the ouija board got ah old of 
him and started to wiggle across the floor.' I wanted to stop her there 
for clarification but she went on. 'No one could do anything for him. 
We had to send for a medium. She had to come all the way from 
Montreal in a taxi.' 
'That must have been expensive. Why didn't she fly?' 
'She didn't have time to fly. If she hadn't got there right away that 
boy would have died. It was a matter of life over death.' 
I decided to keep with the direct questions. 'Have you ever seen a 
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table rise during seances?' 
'No, we don't use tables. We just sit in a circle. I sometimes use 
cards but only because people like to look at them . I take my reading 
from the environment. Some people's minds are so confused I can't 
read them. I tell them to come back next week.' 
'When their minds aren't so confused?' 
'Yes. ' 
I decided I had to get out of there. I'd totally lost control of the inter-
view and I was developing a headache. In truth, Mrs. Nixon kept 
wheeling off on impossible-to-follow tangents but when she sensed I 
was about to leave she hegan to speak more quickly and more irra-
tionally , giving me no pause for a graceful exit. 
'We did have a very fine thing at a funeral parlour a year ago August.' 
Her eyes began shining with delight. 'Phyllis is the same as I am. We 
sit in big circles. The churches don ' t even want you to do that any 
more. Just a few of us are left who like to sit in big circles. It was 
Phyllis' father who died. He was a good man. I loved him like he was 
my own dad. But I was sick I phoned Phyllis and told her I couldn't 
come to the funeral parlour. I said you don't mind me not coming 
down because I was sick you see. So he was buried on Thursday and 
they came to see me on Sunday. ' It appeared that some members of 
the immediate family came to see her a few days after the funeral to 
tell her about the 'very fine thing ' that had happened at the funeral 
parlour. 
'Phyllis' father was a very great spiritualist. You see? He'd been at it 
for years. I don't think you could have found another one like him in 
all of Canada. He was deep down scientific about it.' 
'What was the fine thing that happened?' 
'All the lights went out in darkness.' Her voice was low and 
dramatic. 'Yes sir, all the lights went out in darkness. ' 
'Yes?' 
'And then Phyllis , you see, crawled down in the dark out of the room 
where the casket was. She began crawling down the stairs in the 
dark.' I tried to visualize Phyllis on her hands and knees looking for 
the plug for the lights that had gone out in darkness. 'And then she 
just shot up like a balloon. She was just halfway down the stairs and 
then she just shot up like a balloon. And just as Dorothy got back up 
'Excuse me, but who was Dorothy again?' 
'Tsk.' She was beginning to lose patience with me. 'Dorothy was 
Phyllis' sister. She's dead now too.' 
'Both sisters are now dead?' 
'Yes.' 
Tm sorry for the interruption. Please go on.' 
'Well now, just as Dorothy got back up, the undertaker sent a man 
down to find the switch. He said everything was okay. So the under-
taker says that's the funniest thing I ever saw. He was trembling and 
white as a ghost.' 
'The man the undertaker sent down said everything was okay but the 
undertaker himself was trembling and white as a ghost?' 
'Yes. He said he'd never seen anything like this in all his experience.' 
'You mean the lights going out?' 
'Yes.' She sighed. She was anxious to get on with the story. It was 
going to get a lot better, the look in her eyes was trying to tell me, 
and I was sure it was, but I was also sure it was going to get less and 
less coherent, and I wanted to stay with it as long as I could. 
'You actually weren't there though?' 
'That's right. Phyllis told me. But she would never lie. It was all 
true.' 
Tm sorry. Go on.' 
'And the lights came back up after about ten minutes. Then we had 
the dim parlour with the normal dim lighting. And everyone standing 
there trembling on account of the ghost.' 
'A ghost?' I thought the undertaker had been amazed because the 
lights went out at the funeral of a famous spiritualist. But no, it was 
because of a real apparition (oxymoronically speaking). 'What 
ghost?' 
She ignored me. Her eyes began flashing ecstasy. 'And then the most 
beautiful lights came over the coffin. Blue and red, hovering over the 
coffin like stars. The a big tree formed over the coffin with lights run-
ning up and down like a fountain.' 
She paused. Streetlights were reflected on the venetian blinds and 
you could hear kids shouting in the street. 'Did everyone see the 
lights?' 
'All those with eyes to see.' 
'What do you think it meant?' 
'That's what Phyllis asked me. That's why she came. She didn't 
come just to tell me about it. She came because she knew I could tell 
her what it meant, that I would tell her the truth about these things.' 
'And what did you tell her?' 
'I told Phyllis her father was trying to tell her she should be more like 
him.' 
'Aha, that's an interesting interpretation,' I said. 'And did she 
become more like him?' 
'She passed over about three months after her father died. She took a 
bad spell and died right away. Those red lights were a warning.' 
'A warning that Phyllis should become more like her father?' 
'Yes.' 
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I said I'd better be going but before I went I asked him if he'd ever 
seen a demonstration of psychokinesis - of if he knew anyone who 
practised it. I told him I'd heard a lot about it and wanted to see a 
convincing demonstration. He said he'd visited a medium in Lisbon 
in 1927. He must have caught a look of doubt in my eye. 'I've got a 
good memory for dates,' he said. 'She made a pen move across the 
table just by concentration. My God, I couldn't make head or tail of 
it, oh my God.' 
Lisbon in 1927 was no good, I said. I wanted Toronto in 1983. I was 
doing more than writing a book: I was on a spiritual and romantic 
quest. He finally quit screwing around and told me he knew of a 
woman who could perform demonstrations of psychokinesis, he was 
sure of it, although he hadn't actually seen her do it, and she lived 
nearby. Her name was Mrs. Kissinger. 'She ' ll show you what you 
want to see,' he said. 'I never seen her do it but I know she can do it 
whenever she wants. But she has to be in a good mood and she has 
to take a liking to you.' 
'And she didn't heed the warning?' 
'I would say not.' 
'And so she died?' 
'Yes.' 
In Mrs. Nixon's mind this was all sort of a preamble. The story was 
her way of presenting her credentials, and now that I knew who she 
was she wanted to talk business. What exactly was I there for? Did I 
want to locate a missing relative? Did I want to assure good luck for 
myself? Just what was it I wanted and how much was I willing to 
pay? 
I stood up. 'I have to go now. I'm sorry.' 
'What?' 
'I'll come back later in the week and maybe we can talk some more ,' 
I said, hoping to soften the blow. I felt awkward about offering her 
money , had no idea how much would be appropriate. 
That did it. 'I don't want you back here if you're just going to waste 
my time like this,' she said. 'I'm old and I don't have many more 
years left. I can't afford to waste my time on idle gossip like this. 
You better be prepared to tell me what you want and get to the point. 
And make sure you phone first. I just might decide I don't want to 
see you.' 
I was standing on the verandah. Through the screen door I could 
hear her dialling a number. She thought I'd gone. 
'Professor?' she said. 'It's Mrs. Nixon . Your young friend just left. 
Yes. Yes, he was. Didn't you know she was dead? She's been dead 
four months. So he wanted to talk to me. That's right. He was here 
for the longest time asking me a whole string of foolish questions and 
then he just up and left without so much as a thank you. As if I was 
just waiting here for people like him to come along. No. No. I don't 
think he really wanted to know anything. I was just a curiosity item 
for him. Well , I hope he got his money's worth.' 
I felt terrible. As I was eavesdropping I noticed an elderly man walk-
ing by, and as he passed he kept his eye on me. He was carrying a 
Bible and was giving me a suspicious look. He kept staring and 
wasn't watching where he was going. He smacked into a telephone 
pole so hard his glasses fell to the sidewalk and he stepped on them. 
I ran down from the verandah and offered to help. 
The man stared sadly at his glasses, all smashed, and he put them in 
his pocket. 
'I don ' t know what I'm going to to do now,' he said. 'I can't see 
without them, you know.' 
'Are you on your way home?' 
'No, I was going to church. It's our Bible study night.' 
'Where is the church? Is it far?' 
'It's only half a block away.' 
So I walked with him, just to be on the safe side. If he could smack 
into a telephone pole with his glasses on what could happen to him 
blind? 
It turned out he was going to the Spiritualist church on St. Clair. He 
was quite a gentle old fellow. He reminded me of my father. 'Were 
you going to call on Mrs. Nixon?' he said. 
I explained that I'd been visiting her and had just left. And that she 
was a little annoyed with me. . 
'Oh , she's annoyed with everyone, that woman,' he said. 'It's a 
funny thing about her leg, the way it's all twisted. Did you notice?' 
'Yes, as a matter of fact I did. It was peculiar.' 
'Well , it was just as normal as yours or mine this time last year. But it 
just started gradually twisting until now it looks like a pretzel. She's 
a weird one all right.' 
'Why do you think it happened?' 
'I really don't know for sure.' 
We walked in silence. 
'Any theories?' 
'About her leg?' 
I nodded. 
'Well , she dabbles a lot in the occult , you know.' 
'Could that make a person's leg twist up like a pretzel?' 83 
'Oh , I wouldn't say that for sure. But maybe.' 
Aligning Forefingers 
By Shifting Planes 
By Robert Morgan 
A Windo w Piece Proposed for Printed Matter, Inc ., N. Y. 
An image / text lay-out appeared in Newsweek (August 8, 1983) in which two color press photos 
received on two separate occasions, depict Fidel Cas-
tro and Ronald Reagan with their respective 
forefingers extended towards one another. Castro was 
supposedly gjving an anniversary speech in celebra-
tion of his Cuban regime. Reagan was supposedl_y 
~iving a press conference in whlch he defended his 
gunooat diplomacy' off the Honduran shoreline. 
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The problem with the original photo maniQulation was 
in the alignment of the two forefingers: Castro's was 
down, Reagan's was up. In this corrected photo-
manipulation, I have attempted to solve the problem 
by shiftin_g the placement of the two photographs ( details of the fore fingers) so that both men's exten-
sions are properly aligned; thu~sr' neutralizing the obvi-
ous aggression impliea in the 1v ewsweek manipulation 
ii;ito a force resembling that of Michelangelo's 'Crea-
tion'. 
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Talking with N orval Morrisseau 
At J. Richards' Open Studio: Toronto '84. 
Norval Morrisseau is a visionary with a unique sense of 
the world. In some ways his perspectives echo neo-
Platonic concepts prevalent during the Rennaissance, but 
he transcends any conventional academic view. In this 
talk he discusses his perceptions of the physical and spiri-
tual planes explaining that, all of our designs, inventions, 
and institutions have always existed in the astral world. 
To see what was, is, and will be, we need only travel there 
and look for ourselves. 
In a dream I can go anywhere, whereas my body is limited 
as to where it can go. Like many times I'm sittin' here and 
there's this guy talking to me, all this mental 
garbage ... that's his dream. But I'm sitting th~re sketch-
ing, and I can see myself in a dream from the mg~t before 
on top of a huge huge bird, I'm sittin~ ri~ht ~n its neck, 
my legs straddling it's neck, and the bird is flymg through 
this beautiful beautiful valley on the astral world. And 
behind me the other guy is sitting with me, my other self, 
and I'm saying ok now, give me the horn I'l~ bl?w 
it. .. ooowwwoooommm, and it echoes and echoes, its hke 
a bull horn or a buffalo horn, and its just like Indian sum-
mer when all the haze is out, beautiful, and there's many 
others out there, all on birds, that's their transportation 
too. 
The higher you get in the astral world, even in the mental 
world, things get brighter and brighter. But the places you 
go to there! It seems more real there t~an he.re. Lots. of 
things happen, you see square shaped flymg obJects, flymg 
saucers going by. The body leaves when you sleep, the 
soul leaves the soul body. The flying saucers are a real 
' . . thing in a sense. Lake Nippigon, you take Lake ~ipp1gon, 
spring water comes into it from one hundred miles, two 
hundred miles, maybe three hundred miles, so now the 
flying saucer comes down, he can go through i.ce, he can 
go through water, and that's what he does, ~1p he go.es 
down, and that's the end of it, you don t see him 
anymore, because then he can go as far as he wants to go. 
Now, Lake Superior's here, and Lake Nippigon here, 
James Bay here .. .it just depends now, if he goes a hun-
dred miles out there, through the underwater system, then 
he could come out at Lake Superior, Lake Ontario, all 
these different lakes. He just follows the underwater sys-
tem. As well, there's many cities, many cities, can you 
imagine the world being round like this and all this space 
in the central core? All this space, it could be ten 
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thousand miles long ... maybe so much height. There's lots 
of space. I understand that they're more concerned with 
what we do up here than with what they do down there. 
And if they have to, then one day they may come up here 
and tell us, 'look, do it this way,' they may have to 'cause 
its survival for them as well. - What I just said is what I 
heard, but what I know is that they come from the astral 
plane. What's up above there is down below here, this 
table is already up there, 'cause its where inventions come 
from, the ark is up there, the house designs are up there, 
everything is up there, so they all come down, just like a 
mirror, except its dimmer down here, comparing to what's 
over there, so this is just a mirror reflection. In that world 
we even have astral police. Our police pretty well follow 
the same things they follow. Only they have much better 
things to find out what's going on. Like they would look 
through a scan maybe like a computer-like thing, and its 
the astral fibres that make that work, so they don't have to 
have the police force checking all over. They just look 
through there and then they know. So they have the astral 
police, and they have pranksters just as much as we have 
down here. So the prankster out in the astral world, he's 
throwing these images.- Certain people, not all of us can 
see flying saucers but certain people can see them, 
because they are very in tune with it. So, these pranksters 
throw false images around for a certain period of time and 
just like any of us, they go home and laugh about it, like 
what we did downtown here, so its the same thing with 
them, among their friends, they would laugh, but eventu-
ally they get caught, the astral police have to round them 
up, its public mischief, and they have to throw them into 
some zone somewhere. 
But the machinery they have up there! We haven't 
reached that stage of development, eventually all of that 
will come down, all of our people will use these things as 
modern inventions. Our children will bring them out. 
You can't blame anyone for the way they treat you 
because we're all throwing off these vibes. If I see the dog 
barking at me then I say to myself, 'I better watch 
it,' 'cause he's the first one to feel these things. 
Sometimes, I feel like a gypsy, I've counselled so many 
people with, what do you call it. .. compassion. 
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You don't have to worry about the astral plane, just go 
there and see for yourself, that's the whole process. Prove 
it to yourself. That's what I like about it. People might 
say I'm a little bit crazy if I say I've been to see my 
mother, but I saw her. I feel fine nowadays, because I'm 
happy, I've got nothing to worry about. I know I already 
have a home. Its in the inner plane. I think I did a pretty 
good job these past twenty, twenty-five years, my house 
is really bright. Its a freedom, total freedom. Mind you, a 
lot of your knowledge sometimes seems to go away. The 
knowledge that you have known before doesn't seem to 
be anything anymore. All the knowledge I have known! 
Now I don't know nothing. And from that viewpoint, 
that ' s where I start from. Now, you take some guys who 
have all this very-well educated knowledge, then you take 
a shaman, what is a shaman? A shaman never needs to go 
to any of these schools of knowledge that these guys have 
gone to. He doesn't need to have any knowledge of theol-
ogy, or what the theologian is saying. Nothing. The less 
that he knows, the better so long as he is able to commun-
icate with the times of his people , because he's not using 
voice, he ' s using the vibes. OK, so I say to one of these 
guys you're educated , I'm a shaman, to your eyes I don't 
know nothing, I'm just a piece of garbage. But let me tell 
you something, there's the Master's door, (we call it 
Master's, but you can call it Mohammed's, Jesus', what-
ever), the door I said is partly closed, just a little bit open; 
and you're just like a little wee cat, barely scratching the 
surface of the door for someone to open the door for you, 
for the master to open the door for you and say 'come in.' 
Why? I say, because you're deaf to any vibes. 
You know the Alexandrian library? It was burned down a 
long time ago, well, in that time, the scholars and the phi-
losophers, all those people that studied the history that 
goes way back into the antideluvian times, it tells about a 
lot of things that we do not know today, it explains about 
Atlantis, what it was, MU, Lamorra, and way back, you 
know it would frighten us; to see how many beautiful 
cities did exist before this one, and we 're always thinking 
this is the one. Now, the library gets burnt down, but 
these guys will never know what was there 'cause it got 
burnt down. But a shaman goes there, turns the pages, 
and says, ok, how did we Indians cross the Bering Strait, 
or did Alexander really find time to find the drink of eter-
nal youth when he was running through the Himalayas or 
whatever. Things like that, information. 
In a dream I can go anywhere. 
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Untitled 
By Ken Norris 
i am beyond the effects of radiation. i am standing behind 
dark sunglasses. i never loved the world . i never wanted to 
know anyone well. i work for the state department. 
war is breaking out just over the horizon. bombs are exploding 
sense. there are traitors. i am only one of them. 
once there was a girl, green grass and daffodils. i murdered 
her in her sleep. 
i have been amused by your various attempts to overthrow this 
regime. you are truly ineffectual. we have a monopoly on hate. 
we know war is outmoded but have always been able to sell you 
anything that's clad in a passe style. you will willingly 
sacrifice yourself to preserve this nothingness. you have never 
tried to understand the forces that you serve. 
'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+ 
The School Behind the School 
By Robert Priest 
For these people there is much to be gained in life through an 
ability to sit together in neat little rows of about ten - five of 
them side by side. To this end they have built large walled 
buildings and therein train their children from an early age to 
resist all the temptations there are to rise up and go outside and 
play. At first there is an adjustment period during which they 
do not aggravate the young ones overly , but very soon they 
begin to test their will power with shrill chalk screams, cack-
ling old ladies and nasty men in square hats. If the children can 
sit in these neat rows learning to memorize facts for a period of 
on the average 17 years then, upon passing a certain prescribed 
examination, they shall be deemed to be graduates of the 
school itse1f and thereafter fit to be playground instructors, 
ministers of recreation or your revolutionaries. The education 
is not complete though unless they have passed the Awful truth 
test. At some point during their endurance of the long training 
process somewhere in the midst of history lessons, seminars 
on mathematics and spelling bees, somewhere in the midst of 
all this the Awful truth becomes visible to them for one searing 
second. If the student at this time can maintain his or her com-
posure and not rush out of the room holding the head with both 
hands and screaming then he or she shall have passed the most 
important test there is in education and shall thereafter be said 
to be a graduate of the school behind the school. 
'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+ 
Upon a .Friend's Entering a Monastery 
By Ken Radu 
The crows are flying low this winter. 
Angles of black jar my line of vision 
and flint skies drop hard on hopes for spring. 
I see your belief divined by the wind, 
puffed up and flailed against forked branches 
rearing high like a flagellant's fingers. 
I cannot warm to burning bushes 
or splendid openings of God's vast eye 
shedding light on a bleary landscape. 
I'll pray that the twenty-first century 
makes an end of saints and vocations 
and sees you stranded in secular pain 
Like me: monk, deserter, I'll miss you 
no matter how often we meet in cells 
under the auspices of the cross. 
I shall miss the one time irreverence , 
the gluttonous joy in camembert 
and your promiscuous love of the world. 
Dear Brother, sandaled, shriven, fasted, 
deprived of more than goods and vanity, 
whither goest He so goest thou 
As I walk up a snowbound country road 
quieter than pennies on your eyes, 
and hear the crows fly into your absence. 89 
Image - Institute 
By Julie Overskei 
A Dog's Life 
by Ursula Pflug 
HALF OF HIS ground floor was taken up by televisions. 
Sometimes 
he turned them on: two, three, or twenty of a hundred, 
until the 
room was lit blue as an aquarium. He moved slowly, 
smoking, 
repeating again and again his circuitous route through the 
stands 
of radiant , charming screens. They were like trees to him 
then; 
simmering poplar, incandescent birch. Untouched by all 
the life 
of life , they were , to him, possessed of more. They 
became imbued 
with all the quietly hurrying from one place to another of 
capillaries, the clever hurtling of electric messages from 
brain 
to hand. 
He was a fish , haunting the transparent sides of its tank, 
believing, as fish believe , that one day they would open 
out , 
would bloom like a blue flower, allowing him to pass into 
the 
oceans of the world. 
Once he saw Melanie. She was hurrying across a busy city 
street 
he didn't recognize , carrying a parcel tied in string. He 
called 
her name until he remembered that the people in the 
television 
never could see him, they just told him news of the war. 
There 
was always someone new telling him about the war, 
although there 
was nothing new about the war itself. Like the televisions, 
they 
just went on. 
He sleeps in a cot in the hallway, dreaming that the war is 
between human beings and dogs, and he is a dog. As a 
prisoner of 
war he is kept in a large cage and threatened with torture 
if he 
doesn't talk, which is difficult to do, being a dog. On the 
first 
Wednesday of every month Melanie comes to see him, if 
she can get 
through the border patrols. He looks forward to her visits, 
and 
grovels doggily when she arrives. She almost always 
brings him 
something nice to eat. 
The rusty chains rasp at his neck. The white robed 
doctors with 
their click-click heels and their cool sullen blondness poke 
things into his ribs; long sharp needles sink into the tender 
flesh of his inner thigh. He doesn't even growl. He looks 
steadily into their pale eyes, masking his dog cleverness 
and 
cunning behind a beaten , docile , tame dog face. With his 
left 
hind foot he hides her gift, a little something to gnaw 
upon , a 
piece of flesh she has cut from herself, with little bits of 
her 
blood still on it. 
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Once she couldn't get through for three months, but when 
she did 
she was all breathless and frayed, wild and tired looking, 
the 
way he loved her best. She brought him a picture of 
the moon. 
'What is it?' he snarls. 'I can't eat it.' 
'It's the moon. You remember the moon.' 
'Yes.' And he remembers how to howl. 
When she is gone he looks at the moon, and dreams of 
changing his 
form . He dreams of the breathing of oceans, of the breath 
of the 
moon on an empty shoreline, empty a long time now, but 
for the 
sticks and stones and televisions the storm left there. The 
televisions are all imploded , like skulls caved in on 
themselves. 
He dreams that he is a man , wearing a dog mask, and that 
when 
Melanie comes he shows himself to her proudly. 
'I am a man.' 
'You poor old mutt, you ,' she says, reaching between the 
bars to 
scratch his ears , and he bites her, because she is right. 
Why was she afraid of the dog? Melanie broke open her 
last pack 
of cigarettes and switched the channel back to the horror 
movie. 
Where did she know the dog from? He scared her, but she 
still 
liked him more than the humans he slaughtered, weak and 
ineffectual. She tried to laugh , but the dog pulled her to 
another place , beyond laughter , where she knew his story 
was her 
own. He tugged at her memory as though it were a toy 
duck on a 
string, leading her down long twisted hallways to the 
bathtub of 
remembering. 
She had dreamed the dog. The nightmare had wakened 
her. A man in 
a dog mask had stood at her door, his wooden teeth 
dripping blood 
and saliva. 
'What are you doing here?' she had demanded. 
'Get your mask. You'll n~ed it to rip through.' 
She watched the continuation of her dream, cigarette 
hanging 
from a curled lip. Her lip curled further , she snarled in 
empathy 
for him. When she thought she felt fur on her hands she 
understood; we are the people inside the television, trying 
to 
blast our way out. 
T.V. Tower 
By Paul Rutkowsky 
Six captivated characters entertain visitors to a section of 
Florida parkland by discussing their perspectives on daily 
life via TV monitors mounted high atop metal poles. 
Ed Silano/ - I'm a wondering type person, if you 
know what I mean? I like to think aoout important 
things that influence the world or even the um verse I 
suppose. You know we live in a very technological 
tim~ - tp.ere seem to be so many exciting things hap-
p~nmg m the world today - cable TV Beta Max, 
Kenmore Microwave Ovens that look like neat little 
televisions and so may more important devices that 
will make the world a oetter place to live in. I like sci-
ence and would like it to do all the research it can 
2ossibly do to help the world. I read somwhere in 
Reader's Diges that science is being over-regulated 
and cannot come up with all of the wonderful devices 
we had as a result of the industrial revolution. That's 
what we need is another revolution but without all of 
those Washington-type regulations. 
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John .Pyridinf! - I'm an executive for the Osilane Cor-
porat10n which manufactures natural chemicals for 
the chemical industry. That means we don't do 
research into new and exotic chemicals. We only do 
research and development into substances that 
already exist in nature. So I_guess you could say I'm a 
natural chemical engineer. Hey, you like naturei I like 
natur.e, and we all know you can't do without it! My 
hobbies are cooking and boating. A favorite dish of 
mine is Chicken Tarragon. Our corporation manufac-
tures the tarragon which allows me to use it as much 
as I want for free. In fact I get the chicken for nothing 
and serve friends practically every week, they love it. 
We also ~roduce special paints for the boating indus-
try and I ve used all of them on my boats. The paints 
are holding up and the boats are still floating. 
Barbqra Tra_ce - .I'm six years old and would like to 
be th1rteen Just hke my ooy friend Johnny. He's an 
adult and very smart and can do almost anything he 
can get awar with. When I'm that old I'll even do 
more. I don t see my boy friend too often because 
he's away in a higher grade making lots of money. 
That's why I can't wait to be an adult like Johnny. 
Adults make money - that's why everyone grows tall 
much taller than my boy friend Johnny. Taller people 
are better people too , according to my daddy. I hope 
I'm really tall soon and go into a higher grade with 
Johnny. 
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Teresa Greene - I go shopping about every day fqr 
one thing or another. The only problem of course IS 
the price of all the merchandise. Everything is so 
expensive e~ecially when I want some thing that I 
saw on the TV or m the Sunday supplement, it's so 
darn expensive. How do those people expect me to 
buy everything if they keep making it so high in price? 
I believe in the economic system in this wonderful 
country because I sent away for a booklet to 
Washington that explained why this country is so 
great and other countries are not. But when I try to 
buy everything I want, I can't convince everyone that 
I Know now the system works. As a consumer 1:m 
supposed to buy all of the products that make hfe 
convenient and modern and, and - technologically 
superior. The basic _problem is my credit line - it's too 
short or limited. It~ banks are to grow and make a 
profit, they should let me borrow more. Those banks 
aren't stupid! If the banks only knew they were slow-
ing the economy down by not letting me buy every-
thmg. That's all I want, everything. 
Joanne Cluster - I work for a big company that makes 
small boxes that fit into a larger box that operates 
some kind of radar. At least that's what my supervi-
sor told us. I like my work because it's only a four 
day week with many benefits and sometime in the 
rear future a possiqle tpree day week. This company 
IS very modern. I hve 1n a four room apartment ancl 
spend lots of time decorating it. I'm now shopping for 
a sofa and a coffee table with two end tables, maybe. 
I've been thinking about consulting an expert, one of 
those interior designers to hel_p me with the color 
scheme and other important decisions. I think my 
aQartment is an important environment, especially 
when I bring_ a date liome or have several people over 
for dinner. The first impression is so important, isn't 
It? 
'b O+'b O+U O+'b O+'b O+'b O+'b O+ 
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In The Absence of Heroes 
By Jayce Salloum 
My Children's Children (location unknown) Nov. 1918 
Up From Under, St. John's Nfld., May 30, 1943 / 83 
A special role (near) Bourbon France, Oct. 1918 
Acts 
By James Sallis 
A s the audience enters, the curtain is up, and onstage people are sitting, 
walking about , talking, removing coa ts - engaged in much the sam e uncer-
tain settling as the audience itself. For the most part these are actors , but 
several members of th e audience have also been escorted by ushers to seats 
there. 
The stage contains a variety of seats. Some actors are scattered thinly 
among a carefully aligned block of foldin g chairs such as those encoun-
tered at business conferences, religious tent revivals, PTA meetings . Th ere 
are also church pews of various kinds , a frilly pink loveseat on which two 
audience members are ensconced, an automobile tire suspended on a rope 
from the ceiling . Near the back, a shabby, battered stage-prop throne and 
a tiny lady wearing size 12 sneakers almost lost to view inside of it. The 
audience is allowed to mill about in confusion for several minutes. Then a 
loudspeaker announces from the rear of the theatre in a extremely forceful 
voice: 
You are all supposed to be sitting down now!(A slight pause). 
You are all supposed to be sitting down now! This is the curtain raiser, you 
know!(A slightly longer pause). 
Will you please stop talking! (Very brief pause,) And cough - only - when -
absolutely - necessary. ( Several actors find it absolutely necessary at this 
very moment). 
The audience quietens then , and the actors applaud them soundly for some 
time. (They will continue to applaud the audience at intervals throughout 
the performance.) 
LOUDSPEAKER: Well, now that that ' s taken care of, I think we shall have 
intermission. Then there will be no interruption during the play. (It repeats 
these last words with somewhat sinister import,) No interruption during the 
play. 
Coffee is run down the aisles on carts and served to the audience. An ident-
ical cart rolls onstage and serves the actors. All sit quietly drinking coffee. 
Actors smoke. The loudspeaker announces that due to fire department 
regulations smoking is permitted only onstage, and that those who care to 
smoke must move to the stage area. 
Footlights begin to pop out with loud explosive sounds and a noticeable 
diminishing of light. After a bit, a technician comes onstage and reaches 
down into them. He is still for some moments. 0 my God! he cries finally, 
they're dead, all dead! He begins to cry and cradles a number of the dead 
bulbs in his arms, carrying them away down the aisle through the audience 
weeping. Footlights continue to explode throughout the performance. 
An actor comes frontstage , shades his eyes - kicks out a footlight in order 
to see better - and says, Dan? - Dan? - He repeats this any number of 
times, then, Glad to see you. didn't think you were going to make it for a 
while there. 
Behind him a lady removes a huge dead fish from her coffee cup and holds 
it up by the tail, looking vacantly out at the audience. I'll see that fish and 
raise you a turtle, a man beside her says. He pokes a finger into his own 
cup, stirs it about, and eventually removes from it a small turtle. Its shell is 
brightly painted with the name 'Matilda'. There are low rumbles of thunder 
offstage as he holds it up. 
The woman; I'll call. Does so; Harryyyyy! LOUDSPEAKER: I'm sorry 
madam, we are unable to complete your call. Please hang up and dial again. 
Man; Would you care to waltz. A Charleston plays quietly offstage. 
Head somberly down, a chaplain crosses the stage in front of a group of 
soldiers and police. He wears a bishop's hat, carries a huge bamboo cross, 
clutches his Bible to him, praying, Now God have mercy on their souls that 
join you now -
This group crosses left to offstage right with little or no notice taken of their 
passage. The actors sit drinking, talking, occasionally applauding the audi-
ence or shouting Bravo! A la bonne heure !, or current advertising jingles. 
In a very low voice offstage is heard the Wallace Stevens' line about a 
violent disorder being an order, etc. Then a scream: Lies! Lies! 
There are eight shots. An attenti\'e , almost reverent pause onstage before 
the banter begins anew (in many cases resuming in mid-sentence). Some 
moments later the police and soldiers cross back in a group - there are 
eight of them, - they go offstage left whence they came. 
The loudspeaker begins to deliver a lecture on Tolerance, rather stilted and 
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flo wery, fike something from a 1917 almanac of Sawrday E,•ening Post. 
The actors from time to time break into applause and are hushed by it. The 
voice is now low and soft, entre nous. Footlights continue to expire; certain 
key words of the lecture are rendered indistinguishable by their noise. 
An actor begins to mutter about the conditions they ' re expected to 11•ork 
under, where do his union dues go anyhow etc . He fina lly takes a huge five 
or six cell flashlight from his pocket and lays it across his lap with the atti-
tude of a riverboat gambler slapping his revolver down on the table. The 
loudspeaker continues its parables, quotations, personal vignettes, anec-
dotes. Tolerance . 
At this point the theatre manager runs down the aisle fro m the rear of the 
theatre and bounds onto ·the stage, addressing the actors and ges turing 
wildly. 
What are you doing here! You have no business up here! There 's a play 
about to start for God ' s sake! The actors are in the wings waiting for you to 
get the hell off this stage. These people paid good money to see a play and 
by God I'm going to see that they do! If you ' re not all off in three minutes, 
I'll call the police! 
The actors smile and look offstage right: the dead chaplain. Th e manager 
continues to rage while the actors protest; But we were told to sit here. He 
finally passes offstage, where we hear him arguing now with the stage 
manager. 
I'm sorry, I only follow the director ' s instructions. Who 's the director then , 
HE'LL never work again (etc). Come to think of it , I don ' t know WHO ' S 
supposed to be directing this play . I think he ' s got a beard - that any help? 
The curtain begins to drop, then rise. Up and down, again and again and 
yet again as we hear the two men quarreling . Finally an actor rises , goes 
offstage, there is a great crash, the actor returns and takes his seat. The 
curtain remains partway down for the remainder of the perfdrmance. The 
manager is seen at stage left as he attempts to crawl back on stage. The 
loudspeaker has been talking through all this. Now it comes to a sudden 
stop; 
Who is that man! Get him· off the stage this moment! Off, off, off! Get him 
off my stage! 
Everything is suddenly quiet. (A few footlights burst perfunctorily.) From 
stage right, where the chaplain presumably lies dead, emerges a young 
man. Beautiful long hair, dressed in sackcloth: a shepherd. He carries a 
crook and, surrounded by his flock, progresses slowly onto the stage. 
The manager by this time has regained his footing and is attempting to rea-
son individually with the actors. Beautiful features forever in repose , the 
shepherd approaches him and gently places the crook about his neck, con-
tinuing across the stage. The manager makes no protest; he walks behind 
the shepherd, among the sheep, head bowed as though in prayer. When 
they are offstage only a few straggling sheep remain, an actor asks very 
quietly of the person closest to him; 
How do you suppose he came to be a shepherd? There aren ' t many 
left, you know, and with HIS looks -
HIS mind-
HIS narrow agile hands -
(The tiny lady on the throne responds). An aptitude test , at school. Dad 
and I wondered at first; wouldn't you? But if that's what he's meant for-
There's not a great deal of light left. The loudspeaker has gone on to 
another topic, speaking quite softly, its voice sinking with the light. Every-
thing can be easily heard above the lecture, this one on Fortitude. 
An actor,finally; Are we just going to sit here? 
Another; We can't just sit here. 
Still another; It is a bit unethical, actually, as we are, at least I assume we 
are, getting paid scale. 
Several rise and pace about the stage. One takes a huge piece of chalk 
from his coat and drmvs a hopscotch grid; another comes over with some-
thing to be used as a hopscotch piece (possibly a dung patty left behind by 
the sheep) and stands by him expectantly. But the chalk breaks, breaks 
again, again, until it's little more than chunky powder, and the grid is never 
completed. The owner shrugs, sweeps it into his hand, takes it over and 
throws it into the footlights. There is a bright flash . Eventually, all return to 
their chairs. A long time passes. 
Well? 
What. 
Well? 
What now. 
(Four actors. They are spread about the stage, and delivery of the lines is 
telegraphic.) Another pause. Hell ifl know. (The tiny lady on the throne.) 
The director (he has a beard) comes onstage wearing a sweatshirt, jeans, 
the chaplain's hat. He is carrying an open Complete Shakespeare, franti-
cally searching from page to page, play to play. In his concentration he 
bumps into several actors and pieces of furniture. Everyone waits anxi-
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ously. Finally /ze stops stage center, closes the book and looks out at the 
audience; I can't find. it. There doesn't seem to be any more. I don't think 
he wrote any more than this. 
Another long pause, then one actor speaks softly. 
He's out there, you know. Look; over there, in the wings. 
Mingled ,·oices, exclamations, curses. Actors rush into the wings and drag 
the author onstage. They pile atop him. The hollow thunk of boots against 
ribs, their shouts and grunting, the keen cracking of bone. 
Through all this the author makes no move to resist. Th e director says; I 
won't have any part of this, and taps an actor on the shoulder . H e gives 
him the Shakespeare and exits, shaking his head widely from side to side . 
One actor straightens from the press of bodies and as he does so the 
remaining footlights expires. For a rnoment, there is absolute darkness. 
(Fortitude, Fortitude.) Then a spot shows on the knife he holds up - a 
switchblade - and at the instant the blade is released the spot flares into 
high intensity. It follows the kmfe down into the anonymous bodies , flares 
for a moment still brighter and dies . Th e darkness returns . 
Gradually a boom mike is lowered towards the bodies. At first a dim rum-
ble, the sounds increase until they virtually fill the theatre , reverberating 
everywhere. All those separate brea ths, words , hands , f eet . Th ere is abso-
lute silence for a long while. Then a single protracted scream. 
Houselights rise slowly on a bare stage . The loudspeaker becomes audible 
again, beginning a new topic. Virtue. 
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Message 
By Melody Sumner & Sheila Davies 
- On the two-master mythical ship they encountered the 
geneologist's concern. They stand at the edge of Mindano Vol-
cano. Her name is Y dolem, his was Miller. Hers is a self-
derived existence . They came from different parts of the world 
to the ho~ e of a ~ertain cross. His is the sum of an enduring 
cry of pam and tamted haughtiness. She said to herself when 
they met, "He who receives , receives me.' They have with-
drawn from humanity on a pretext. Her anathema to doves 
became his word before coal. The slit in the volcano is dia-
mond surfaced. He decided to adjust the wheels. A Rockrose 
grows under its selvedge. He noticed he had felt love for an 
expanse of land akin to his feelings for her. He and she turn 
t~wards quarrel. His felt love had the insurance of a small gla-
cier. She says depend , and he says preserve. He relocated his 
~elf-defense system which was cause for good news and great 
J?Y. Then, together they drink the drink made from juniper ber-
nes. He felt like Pleiade' s pursuer, he felt like a pomegranate 
ready to erupt. She shakes out her vanity, animated like a 
newborn lamb ; mangy. She said to him, • - he who receives 
receives me. ' He hails her fetish, her fumigating sugar sourc~ 
and he salutes to her, Cadmus' Daughter. Eternity lacks this, 
he thought. Somewhere a lime tree roots, a crescent is sol-
dered ; The Hunter' is born. They consecrated he fathered 
she saw the light , it had become one. Troubl~d, they clas~ 
hands and fall wine-like into the black grams and cads and 
mosshorn skins onto the features of the valley of the moon. At 
the site of a tilting tower - End of Message. 
The Bebop of Richard Kambala 
By Josef Skvorecky 
Translated by Kaea Polackova Henley 
You must not know where Bop comes from - Every time a cop hits a 
Negro with a billy club, that old club says Bop! Bop! - Bebop! -
Mop! Bop!' 
- Langston Hughes -
This is the story of Richard Kambala, and may it remain his 
obituary. There won't be any words lost on him anyway, and 
they don't even put a notice in Mus ical R eview when a jazz 
musician dies. 
Not to mention when he ki ll s himself. 
Because for the most part, it 's like a confirmation of the for-
mula that starts with cosmopolitan music, proceeds through 
hepcats, and winds up with existentialism and suicide. 
For that matter, maybe the formula is true . I don' t claim it 
isn't. 
But why? 
That why is at the beginning of all things, and at the end of 
them. And as for what's in between -
Well , some people know how to live , even betweelY those two 
whys, and don ' t give a damn if anyone answers them. But 
Kambala probably wasn't one of those people. 
And so thi s is his obituary. 
I don ' t know when he was born, but it was in Prague, and his 
father was in export-import. And it was definitely a wrong time 
to be born , for the son of a man who was in export-import. 
That was also why they kept him out of classical high school. 
Naturally. Because what kind of fine feathered fellows would 
the cadre selection guys be , in the words of Charles David, if 
once in a while they didn't grab a millionaire's boy by the 
scruff of his neck when he was trying to squeeze through to a 
higher education, or if they didn't see to it now and then that 
some ex-prisoner couldn't get a job anywhere , except maybe 
as the most manual of labourers. 
In this case , they were true to form and kept Kambala out, and 
instead they forced his best friend Josef Vorech to go - the per-
fect model of a country yokel who just happened to live in 
Prague , where his dad was overseer at the state farm in Jinon-
ice. Josef Vorech! A red-headed kid whose ears stuck out like 
signal flags , who had loved cows and hay and the smell of 
alfalfa ever since he was little and who always wanted to go 
live in the country up near the border as soon as he finished 
grade ten. They forced him to go to classical high school, and 
he struggle'd to get through it like a camel through the eye of a 
needle , and then , when he wanted at least to go study agricul-
ture -
Ah, well , now he ' s still busting his buns at the College of 
Engineering, and Saturdays he sits around at the Alfa Cafe, 
staring at us with watery eyes and crying. He's been crying 
ever since Kambala did it. He was his best friend. 
Anyway , they forced Vorech in even though he had bad 
grades , because his father was rural proletarian. They kept 
Kambala out because his grades were too good and he was the 
s?n of a capitalist and who knows, something might become of 
him and he might somehow harm the people's democratic 
regime. 
So V orech attended classical high school and Kambala was in 
an apprenticeship at the Ringhoffer plant. Both of them were 
peeved off. 
Vorech floundered in high school like a fish out of water, occa-
sionally boosted by some uneasy comrade professor, while 
Kambala did his best at the Ringhoffer plant. He crammed, he 
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slaved, he was active in the Czechoslovak Union of Youth, he 
played guitar in the musical ensemble, he bellowed songs by 
Drejsl and he wore a blue shirt to work. 
He had no other choice, did he, wanting what he wanted. And 
finally he accomplished it. They accepted him at the vocational 
high school. 
He was seventeen already. But they accepted him. He was 
recommended by his plant, so they accepted him. 
When he made friends- · with us, he had been there a year. A 
strange case - he couldn 't afford a trumpet, but he scrounged 
up an old flugelhorn someplace, and that's what he played . We 
made a special number for him, hot flugelhorn, world sensa-
tion , and he performed with us twice a week at the Boulevard 
Cafe. 
Under a pseudonym , of course. 
Meanwhile - and it was really touching - he still hung around 
with Vorech , the yokel from Jinonice. The cadre selection guys 
hadn't broken up their friendship. As a matter of fact , the two 
of them formed a flugelhorn and vocal duo , which wailed and 
played at dances Sunday after Sunday in the villages around 
Prague. 
I went to hear them once. You simply wouldn't believe that 
this could exist a few kilometers from the Boulevard Cafe and 
from Wenceslas Square. It was a tiny village in the Dobris dis-
trict, a tavern with a dingy dance hall, with a hand-lettered sign 
by the door which read: HOLIDAY DANCE, MUSIC BY Mr. 
URAL'S GROUP, 5 CROWNS A TICKET. And inside, the 
place was crowded with crackers like Vorech, girls with 
shoulders straight out of a fashion magazine imported from 
Moscow, smoke and liquor fumes, and on the old-fashioned 
platform with a carved railing sat Vorech and Kambala, each 
of them blowing his horn, accompanied by some old geezers on 
clarinet, fiddle , accordian bass and drums. 
And every so often they would sing. God, it's enough to make 
you cry, even with all those stupidities, to see Kambala stand-
ing there, pale and dandy, with his hair in a d.a. and his aristo-
cratic countenance, standing in front of the band with Vorech, 
arms around each other's shoulders, singing in that uniquely 
polka manner where nobody cares about details like having the 
same number of syllables as notes in the melodies. Singing, 
head to head, immobile except for their mouths opening and 
closing, Vorech's flat ears glowing like a neon sign, sincere 
tears flowing from his blue eyes to his rosy cheeks. The two of 
them singing, Kambala carrying the melody in his tenor voice, 
deformed by the polka style, and above him Vorech, big and 
blustery - he could have swallowed Kambala after lunch -
singing harmony in his eunuch's falsetto, slicing the syllables 
for all they're worth: 
Roooll - out - the barrel We'll have - a barrel- of fun, 
So while Kambala attended vocational high school, Vorech 
studied at classical high school till they abolished that, then at 
the eleven-year school until finally, with the joint efforts of all 
the relevant cadre selection guys, and all the uneasy professors 
and informed commission chairmen, he was pushed through 
the sieve of matriculation exams. And then, by the same 
methods, they shoved him through the entrance exams at the 
College of Engineering, where he didn't want to go but where 
they were short of students. Now, if he was going to have to 
undergo all the unpleasantness connected with studying, 
Vorech would have preferred, as I have mentioned, to attend 
the College of Agriculture. But of course, in the end, he had to 
obey and go where society was supposed to have needed him 
most. Or so society thought. At least, as rumour had it, that's 
what they said so they dido 't have to say that they were simply 
ordering him to go there. 
Naturally, Kambala had no trouble at all getting through voca-
tional high school, it was child's play for him, and after school 
he studied college textbooks. Because that fool had set his 
mind on becoming a mechanical engineer. 
Anyway-
Meanwhile his dad, formerly in export-import, was working in 
a warehouse in Kbely . Then one day they arrested him. 
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We never did find out why. There was nothing about it in the 
newspapers, and Kambala didn't know for sure either. The 
only one who might have known was ·the dad himself, or 
maybe the prosecuting attorney knew - well, what can I tell 
you, you know how it goes. 
That doesn't mean that I think that he never did anything. I'm 
sure he did. Like maybe bad-mouthing current conditions, 
since he used to be in export-import. Or maybe telling a joke. 
Or maybe he was in contact with enemy intelligence or maybe 
he was appropriating the property of the people. 
I don't know. 
Anything is possible. 
Except that's not the point, where Kambala is concerned. The 
point was something else. 
So Kambala played with us Wednesdays and Saturdays as 
Lajos Kerdely, Hungarian flugelhorn player, a sensation in 
Budapest and the world. As sometimes happens - he was a 
relatively good-looking fellow - he fell into the trap set for him 
by Marcella Ruzikova, whose name on posters was Cella Ros-
sova and who performed at various joints, singing songs like 
Ghost Riders in the Sky and C' est si bon and various other hits 
of the early post-Stalinist era in Prague. In matters of the heart, 
Kambala was still very green, and so he tumbled, at a hundred 
and twenty degrees Reaumur. 
The principal at the vocational school was a particular dope. 
For example: he had installed a huge alcohol thermometer with 
a sign; THERMOMETER OF LOVE FOR JOSEF VIS-
SARIONOVICH STALIN. In the winter, they had to put an 
electric heater by it. 
Enough said. 
And then, in the autumn of the year of our Lord 1955, instruc-
tions arrived from the Ministry of Education, that in the 
interest of conscientious attention to the prudent selection of 
reliable cadres, children of citizens imprisoned for crimes 
against the state are to be dropped immediately from special-
ized schools, that is to say, kicked out. 
It would be interesting to know what kind of thinking from 
what kind of brain gives rise to instructions like that. One is 
forced to recall, willy nilly, the case of Dr. Bohadlo, that great 
progressive from Pankrac prison - but that 's beside the point. 
Simply , the dope who was principal of the vocational high 
school obeyed, as is the wont of dopes , to the minute and to 
the letter. That is to say he went directly to the classroom of 
the fourth year students , where they were just having a lesson 
in the Czech language , tossed Kambala out of the room bodily 
with his own two hands and a scowl of class hatred, and 
accompanied him outside in front of the school building, barely 
allowing him into the cloak-room to get his coat. 
' 
Later on, the Czech professor, a certain Milada Kalinova, a 
maid who could justly be called old, stood up for Kambala in 
the teachers' staff room, pointing out his excellent marks, his 
activity in the Youth Union, and finally something that she con-
sidered obvious , blind to the fact that it's not that simple: that 
children can't help the sins of their parents. 
It slipped her mind that they often pay the penalty for them, 
however. 
Well, old maids are frequently naive , there's nothing new 
about that. 
Nor did she get away with it. The comrades in the staff room 
had for some time been observing her political instability, that 
is to say, comrade principal had been observing her, and the 
staff room went along with his observations. She received a 
strict reprimand. 
Later on, I found out that for a similar affair - standing up for 
some student who had written some vulgar verse about the 
erstwhile Thermometer of Love - she had been fired. 
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Apparently, nobody missed her. 
Actually , in those days the law about the exacerbation of the 
class struggle was still considered to be in effect. 
But it did Kambala in . 
First he fell apart , then he pulled himself together a little and 
began making a living with his flugelhorn. Three evenings a 
week with us , Sundays and Saturday afternoons with Vorech 
and Mr. Ural ' s group, Thursdays at jam sessions at 
Drahnovsky ' s night club with a bebop trio consisting of 
flugelhorn, bassoon and drums , and the rest of the time , wher-
ever. He made his way any way he could, and he clung to the 
aformentioned Marcella like flypaper. 
He had an inner attachment to her. 
Poor guy, he was simply young and inexperienced. 
Because it's a commonly known fact that what appeals to 
women is a man, i.e. a Man, if not a MAN - but that someone 
who hangs on to them, needs them, loves them to distraction , 
in fact so much that he can't live without them, someone like 
that annoys them. 
In short , the same old story. 
In Kambala's case it was just like that. 
As long as he was Lajos Kerdely , sensation in Budapest and 
the world , a rather happy and frivolous kid with his hair in a 
d.a. , who would occasionally go silly around Marcella when 
the situation warranted , but who for the most part let her run 
after him because his head was full of engineering and music 
and what they call the Future , Marcella could have doused her-
self with all the perfume in the world to at least get him to take 
a whiff of her. But when he melted like butter in someone's 
pocket , and began to look to her for understanding and some-
thing like moral support in life ' s difficulties , naturally, Cella 
was not amused , she was not impressed. · 
For that matter , what is there about that kind of behaviour that 
could and would impress a woman? 
Cella Marcella simply gave him the cold shoulder. 
As for him, unfortunate fool that he was , after all the blows 
that his young life had dealt him he , naturally , went ahead and 
did exactly the wrong thing. 
He wept , he begged , etcetera, he pursued her , he pled, sent her 
presents. 
Marcella got together with Tony Bantam, a crooner from the 
Cafe Vltava. 
One night in the men 's room at the Cafe Vltava, Bantam took 
Kambala and turned him upside down with a professional 
clout , a left to the chin. 
And then-
There isn ' t much more to tell. It was Thursday, and a bunch of 
us went to Drahnovsky 's club after work for a jam session. 
Around midnight , Kambala came limping in with his bebop 
trio. Without a word , they got up on the stage, the fellow with 
the bassoon moistened his reeds , the drummer began softly to 
tickle the cymbals , and then they let go and began to fall. 
And fall they did - the way they fell, everyone there was sick 
to his stomach. And the people that go there for the most part 
aren't philosophers , but rather select hepcats and their very 
superficial lady friends. They fell in major seconds and in 
diminished fifths , down and down , immobile, someone put a 
blue spotlight on them and the people in the room quit talking, 
just gaped and listened. 
And I'll never forget the way Kambala looked. 
He stood tall and straight , his flugelhorn twisted like a pretzel 
by his mouth , and as he toyed with the keys, you couldn't even 
see him inhale or anything. His face was expressionless. His 
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eyes were on the edge of the bell or wherever. And he played -
or God k:q,ows just what he was doing. Close beside him the 
obscure little gnome of a guy with whiskers and a bassoon 
creaked and creaked and grumbled, while behind them De 
Martini scrunched down, softly rustling his cymbals. 
Horrible music. 
Existentialism in unwritten notes. 
They played something, I couldn ' t tell what, nobody could tell , 
not even them , e~cept probably Kambala, they played it for 
exactly thirty-seven minutes without a break. 
Then they split. 
The hepcats applauded for ten minutes more , but nobody came 
back, no encore. 
Suddenly I was overcome with an evil premonition , I slipped 
outside, but Kambala was already gone. 
I caught a streetcar and went after him. He lived in a villa in 
Stresovice, in an attic room that they left for him. 
When I got there, it was raining. I climbed the fence and there 
was a light on in his room. Then I saw Kambala by the window 
in hi s pyjamas, brushing his teeth. 
It seemed dumb to ring the bell and say something to him, 
besides, what could I say , in fact it began to seem to me that I 
had acted rashly and foolishly in coming. That I simply, well, 
have a strong reaction to music , and maybe this time Kambala 
had succeeded with his thirty-seven-minute uninterrupted 
bebop in getting Marcella and all the rest of it out of his sys-
tem. 
So I turned on my heel and went home. 
Except it wasn ' t that way at all. 
The next evening, Josef Vorech burst into the Boulevard Cafe , 
his blue eyes reddened and tears streaming down his chin. 
' Fellows , Kambala is dead,' he says. 
I jumped up , because it sliced through my spine like an electric 
shock. 
'What? ' 
'Yes , guys ,' says Vorech , pressing a blue farmer's handker-
chief to his face . 'He did himself in , guys, oh, oh !' 
In short , it turned out that when Kambala finished cleaning his 
teeth , he lay down on his bed , stuck a grenade in his mouth 
and pulled the pin. 
If only yesterday I'd -
But what if I had. If they hadn ' t -
No, thinking about it in the conditional is useless. 
And so this , then , is the obituary of Richard Kambala, hot 
flugelhorn and bebop virtuoso , sensation in Budapest and the 
world. May at least his memory remain . 
Ike Met Space Aliens 
By Jim Smith 
l. Introduction 
It'll be hard to train them suckers to appredate golf 
with three arms 
the cure for cancer 
and all of space to explore 
2. Mise-en-scene 
Betty Crocker tugged on Rin-Tin-Tin's leash. 
Sorry ma'am but they were pretty specific - no dogs allowed. 
Rin-Tin-Tin isn't a dog soldier he's an institution. 
He looks pretty much like a dog to me ma'am. 
What race are you, boy? 
I'm Eye-talian, ma'am, second generation American. 
Well listen here my little Eye-talian, you don't let me through, 
then this american dog is going to bite your face off. 
Rin-Tin-Tin does so. 
Betty Crocker hurries across the tarmac to where the space 
aliens 
are waiting for the President of the United States of America, 
the strongest nation in the world. 
As she does so she mutters to herself - no immigrant is going 
to 
stop an American institution from seeing the space aliens. 
3. Meanwhile 
Power out. A bowl of warm milk on the steps of the White 
House. 
Two hot dogs with mustard and a coupla cokes . Sweet Marie 
chocolate bars. Keep watchin' the skies, and Jayne 
Mansfield's 
head brought up the back way in an ambulance. In the garage, 
two 
armoured limos and a ball of blue light. 
'Cure her and you can have every Russian in the country.' 
Ike is doing some hard dealing. 
The space aliens are having none of it. They've brought their 
trade goods and a list of desired items. They 're collecting 
sports figures this year. 
Carl Jung is sucking oxygen from a tube in the corner. 
Babe Ruth's palms sweat as he goes up to bat. 
The gloves are coming off. 
4. Flash to the Future 
Ronald Reagan sits back and winks at the TV console. It 
burbles to life. 
'Well, Ike, a fine mess now. You were a terrible horse-trader. 
Look at the evidence. We should have let them move on.' 
'I had no way of knowing, Ronnie. There was a decision to 
make.' Ike's voice seems doubly disembodied today. 
'Yup, ~ardner, let's tote up the benefits you got us - hydrogen 
fusion too early, Kennedy et all, Buckminster Fuller and 
airplane hijacking as subconscious sky worship. Nice. 
Hippies. Spaceship Earth. Penthouse. New wave music. 
The Black Panthers. Working from within the system as a 
viable alternative. The Pill. And now herpes. Damn it Ike, 
they've given us herpes! I can't believe it!' 
'Well, we don't know they did.' A disembodied Republican on 
the defensive was quite something to hear. 
'You know they did- they look like herpes, for God's sake!' 
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'You're being unfair, Ronnie.' 
'It's fine for you to sit back and be so generous. You're not out 
here in the front line. I've got the football and I don't know 
where the hell to run with it. Don't worry - I wouldn't ask 
you for advice. Never. I just wanted you to know that when 
I get over there there's going to be some behinds kicked 
and kicked hard. Believe you me, chrome dome.' 
'Commmmmmmmmmmmmmme onnnnnnnnnnn, 
Ronnnnnnnnie -' 
Reagan wriggles his nose and cuts transmission. He's had 
enough grief for one day. He crawls down from the chair, 
crosses the floor of his office in about ten minutes of solid 
running and leaps into the ear-tunnel at the side of the 
wizened head, nearly slipping on a puddle of pomade that 
has pooled on the floor at the base of the skull. 
Ronald Reagan stands, and noticing a tiny drop of Brylcreem 
on the rug, wipes it with his toe. He idly fingers the itch in 
his left ear. 
Back in the saddle again. 
5. Beamed down commercially 
- and ah say unto you, thanhere mugwump in the White 
House had better get down off his high and mighty and 
wear out his knees mighty quick because my friends, my 
dear faithful gathered here today, there is coming a day of 
judgement, and no little green thingies are gonna be able to 
help him then, no sir, though they got stuff that might look 
pretty impressive to some, if you've read your Bible you 
know the Almighty God's got better weapons hid up his 
sleeve than somewhat that will flit around the sky like its 
got its tail on fire. 
Have faith, my friends, because there ain't no way the day will 
be long in coming - and though them thingies mighta 
brought Ike birth control and more coloureds, and though 
they mighta brought Raygun back to life, they ain't brought 
none of them the security nor peace of mind that we got in 
our tent here tonight. 
Rise with me, sinners, and pray. 
6. Down to it 
SIX RUSSIAN SEAMAN SNATCHED FROM SHIP MID-
ATLANTIC. 
It is claimed to be an isolated incident. 'Six less commies, ' 
Ike exults on first hearing the news brief. The top brass 
seen:i agitated. The space aliens fidget all through the trade 
sess10n. 
G-man Hoover is the first to break - 'Alright you little wimps, 
confess! You don't scare me with any of your cutesie-pie 
gobbledegook - I'll give you back the sex ferret and Little 
Wanda the cook and blow you to bits!' 
'Herbie-' Ike is vegetable-like in his judgement but Hoover's 
panic reaches him slowly, like rays from a gun with no 
charge. They were testing that out in Los Alamos right 
now. 
One little space alien's voice could be heard: ' - low on tars 
and nicotine , smoked 'em - ' 
WHAT? Half the table exploded. The tall thin green one they 
thought was the chief trader or at least the straight man 
stood and surveyed the table from chin level: 'Never give 
our sucker a Russian mate - ' 
Consternation. 
'Russians make the best tea - ' 
'Take my ship - please!' 
In one corner of the room, the brass harangue Ike: 'digesting 
the Communist Manifesto - ' 'competitive volume of people 
to trade - ' 'can we stand the stress?' 
The space aliens knew their sch tick would help no longer. And 
it was too early to lay out their big demand in exchange for 
exclusive rights offers. They had to punt. The space mitts 
were off. 
In its musical whine, the one which looked the most like the 
Alka-Seltzer Boy explained: 'we are right now training 
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these seamen to be our assistants.' 
Pandemonium. 
'We require one of our shows be produced on your primitive 
television grid.' 
7. Cast 
Phil Silvers was a space alien. 
Mort Sahl was not. 
Lenny Bruce was a space alien. 
The Smothers Brothers were not. 
On the Dick van Dyke show, Laura was a space alien but 
Rob Petri was not. On I Love Lucy the Mertz's were. 
Everyone else was not. 
Epilogue 
You want words -
I'll give your words: 
scrEEEEEEEEEE 
jerksicle 
megamegamegamegamurdermeter 
oMMMMMM neutralizer 
pantworm-
those 're all words 
for things that really exist -
they were sold to the United States of America 
by visiting aliens 
in nineteen fifty-four. 
You never hear'em? 
No wonder-
they sold 'em in turn 
to nazi-loving South American colonels 
for torture. 
Every one of 'em is in use 
this second -
that's why there's so many flies up here 
these days. 
God - what burns me' s they threw 
the advisors in 
for free. 
'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+- 'b O+-
Animal Spirits 
David McFadden 
Greg Curnoe, Illustrator 
1983 Fiction 248pp 9x12 
$ 30.00 0-88910-205-8 hb 
A bright and witty collection of new stories by 
David McFadden, with 6 5 pen and ink drawings by 
the celebrated Canadian artist Greg Cumoe. This 
pair first teamed up to produce The Great Canadian 
Sonnet, a 'Big Little Book' lookalike that is now a 
collector's item. 
Of that earlier collaborative effort, Pierre Theberge 
wrote: 'The juxtaposition of the two produces new 
paradoxes and enigmas, and from this wonderful 
disorder of meanings comes a joyful description of 
the ordinary which turns out to be very funny, as 
well as very beautiful mdeed! 
Curnoe's spirited iconography functions as an 
animated caption to the text . Casebound in a lim-
ited edition, Animal Spirits continues the picture 
book for grown-ups tradition in a large, cuddly for .. 
mat . 
Visits 
By Steven Smith 
There are many who keenly anticipate visits to earth by 
aliens. There are even more ·who fear extra terrestrial 
intelligences drawn by our oscillations. 
not counting natural radiation 
earth is still a very bright star 
especially in the invisible spectrum 
we are constantly broadcasting 
radio & television messages 
to outer space 
aliens have seen 
the Man from Glad 
Charlie's Angels 
The Price is Right 
Ed Sullivan 
Mork & Mindy 
Morris the Cat 
Red Fisher 
I Love Lucy 
Howard Cosell 
Family Feud 
& the Pillsbury Dough Boy 
we have nothing to fear 
they've turned us off 
re-aligned their receivers 
fired the retro rockets 
& sped from our bright & lethal glow 
Mr. Johnson 
mr. Johnson 
in the clarity 
of those last few mortal moments 
raised himself 
out of his hospital bed 
& walked 
neither quick nor slow 
afraid of either extreme 
but with intention 
out the main entrance 
& straight toward the fence 
coming to the garden 
he knelt & 
plunged 
his nose into the first available flower 
inhaled & collapsed 
rules were soon established: 
Dyipg outside this hospital 
is prohibited. 
Those of you who insist on 
leaving the building for this purpose 
must not die in the flower beds. 
It creates public relations difficulties 
& gets the gardener's day 
off to a bad start. 
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Retreat to Y addo 
By Robert Sward 
Alpha the Dog 
It isn't enough that when I go off for three weeks to 
an artists' colony and phone home the first thing my 
wife tells me is there's a new addition to the family, a 
seven-month old j:-,"oodle named Alpha and that Alpha 
has papers, an honest-to-God pedigree that includes 
not only aristocratic ancestors, but recent appear-
ances in The New York Review of Books and a novel 
published by Houghton-Mifflin. And when I am some-
what less than ecstatic, Whoopee Dingle, my wife, 
asks me to at least say a few words to the new addi-
tion, and puts on Alpha the dog. 'Speak, Alpha, 
speak,' I hear her say. And Alpha who is, by all 
accounts, loyal and obedient, a noted storyteller, 
intelligent and amusing as Oscar Wilde, refuses to 
speak, to bark or make some witty remark like, 
'What's the weather like in Saratoga?' All I hear is 
Alpha's low doggy breathing and the tinkle of the 
elegant silver bell on her collar. 
Whoopee Dingle comes back on and says, 'I have an 
idea. You bark into the phone. Alpha will answer 
back.' 
Well, it's only costing a dollar ninety-five a minute 
and, good-natured soul that I am, devoted to my wife, 
guilty at running off for three weeks, I put myself into 
it, throw back my head and howl, barking, yowling, 
yipping like a real dog - a dog without papers, a dog 
with fleas, a dog like one of those mutts I knew grow-
ing up in Chicago and this happening, of course, on 
the public pay phone at Yaddo, the 'artists' heaven,' 
what the New York Times calls the Harvard of Artists' 
Colonies. 
Looking up, sure enough, I see one of America's 
more distinguished composers with his mouth open, 
his pipe falling to the floor, waiting in line, no doubt, 
to speak to his wife and children and his cats and 
dogs. 
'Well, Whoopee Dingle,' I say, 'we've been talking for 
twenty-five minutes. This is going to cost a fortune.' 
At that moment, Alpha decides she wants to make her 
presence known to all concerned and she begins bark-
ing into the phone, answering me in kind, responding 
yip for yip, and yap for yap, lest there be any doubt in 
anyone's mind as to who it is I have been speaking, 
me to Alpha the dog, Alpha the dog to me. 
+,, 
- some time later -
Name-Dropping 
I'm at Yaddo sheltering myself from the drizzle 
standing under a tree 
reading Philip Roth's 
The Great American Novel 
waiting for my friends from Canada 
who are in Saratoga Springs, New York, 
to give a poetry reading, 
Bruce Meyer, Richard Harrison, Robert Lawrence 
and Ross Leckie, 
when up pulls this big shiny car 
which I approach smiling 
thinking it's Joe 
but it's not, it's Burns International Security 
Services, Inc. 
and the man wants to know if Yaddo 
has anything more than 'internal 
security. I'm John Weidman,' he says. 
'You must be a writer:' 
'Yep.' 
'What's your name?' 
'Sward, my name is Sward, like greensward.' 
'Oh,' he says, disappointed he doesn't ~ 
know any of my books but 
still impressed to be meeting 
a Yaddo author. 
I should have said, 'My name is 
Philip Roth, John, and this is my new book, 
The Great American Novel,' 
but as usual I think of things like that 
too late. 
'Look,' he says, handing me his business card, 
J.W. Weidman 
Security Sales Consultant, 
'Mention my name in your next book, 
okay?' 
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The Bur-Lined Wall 
By Sahara Spracklin 
OUT/SPOKEN TOKEN PRO-pain PRO-gain same same same STREET PURGATORY 
NICE & NEAT am.FiBian pREDaTORY. easy-to-say-see-read-repeat 
reGrime reGimMe reGene chromatically sound. simple as a valentine 
Joy/N ! in, un Veil. Condom. Condone. Condemn. Con: 0 Sir of Coy/N ! 
Connoisseur of Noise/Words Mince wor(l)ds/MeAt. parRot Echo hohoho 
ohohoh hoaxhoaxhoax Vox Hoarse reHearse Summon Hoards Seduce the Horde 
WE 'RE IN CONTROL & WE' RE IN THE KNOW & WE 'RE PONERFUL & POOR! 
WE 'RE IN CONTROL & WE' RE IN THE KKKNOW & NE' RE POWERFUL & PURE ! 
Pure base turd.butt WE GUT STYle WE HOPe 2 inSTILLin OTHERS.S.penicil lip , 
systemantix anti-X cue ~ueues anti-un, une, one, won 1. .Kill c ontro l 
cuneiform tactics attack that, this unsame unsame un·same anti-some 
mites, ticks, worms, leeches, YeasT infect/shun ! YwesT deflect/snuff ? 
Yes swarms termit es Ye$$$$$$$$$$$$$ Egg$ ! DEATH TO '%' Yes. Turd Day 
Get the barb Get the Claws Barbie Doll Get the garb/age'd -out. 
Dress in The Right HAuTE Cult. A brown shirt, anyone? We want 
THE WORLD AS Un Une One Won Wha When Where What Hat They Tell You 
packrat patRiot,dear Mon cher, My chair Chairman Mao Monster! XENO 
phob e No see, No ! Try To Get To Sleep Count Sheep In A Boxcar / Pit 
Brother Against Brother : 1. cunt tree 1. motherfucker Try To Get Two 
Sleep Count Sheep un, une, one, won yon ••• der. YahWeh Yahvlns. Sneezes 
der gezun, un, une, one, won hate 1. love. Yer gass iss ass good as mein, 
Yah. Yer slag iss ass gross as mein YARA. Mein gass, or yours? Sewers i 
YOUR S.S. Sing hymns to Himmler. US/SR., senior part nurds. U BIT US 
WE bite back IN PUBLIC where it hur ts Ubitquitous 1. love 1. hat 
You better quit/ quittez while yr a heADd. Shut uP or Dei.deos Does 
doze now+ then. A doZen concercercerEarned Nest of Ears cancercercer-
ridDen of InnEQuitease. Don't Dip Into The Kitty, the Quicksaying/slang 
wage sewage Slant It Out in the O Pen hiDden ichichich,tapeworm 
concercercert cancell'd/sold out. Travelling Without His Cell-0 
he'll have to get married now for cercercertain. L'Earned Godd 
did not make ALL/HearTs EEeeeeeeeeekWaLL. Dys-systole Digoxin Dig Ox 
ygen Koseigin Khomeini Kome Many! genital-men mend all generals 
derailed, on trial: He'll have to get married for sure now! 
Travelling 'Ni thout Nuremberg Every Eiclunann.: For HimCell. Elfin 
When Left Alone . Elephantine Nhen Lost In A Krowd.Sold to the Lowest 
Euro Peeing Into The Common Bucket.Baptized in the Name of Jesus: Come, 
men, gentile, all mean. Share your s.o.s.a.g.e. unZip ! nuZen un, une, 
one , won-Code The Cold ·Nar/N ! Skin eruptions!!! They're Not Human/S.Shit 1 
increment excrement verbatim in?riminating sssssHit ! Zymosis on the 
premesis nemesis Media Breaking';The Graven Image The Red Smut Spread 
'Nide Open, You.r Mother And Your Sister, Two Tablets Written in Stone 
Nritten More Than Un, Une, One, Won Once by The FinGer-Man-of-God-Prop 
pop pap abetted by The Masses The Master Race takes its place at the top 
Geshtalt ! Halt! Thou. Shalt Not Kill, Or Be Killed Mybrethren Mybreathing 
becomes Mybleating Mybleeding Myeating mice rats sistern.sturm.demon -
tanned en haute teneure & tit -E cup!T Lip Milking It For All It's Worth. 
TiTled.ed.ITed. over & over again until it's deadwood, able to burst 
burst into flames w/a squeeze of the vocal chords in the upper registers 
unorthodox obnoxious Tandem Demnotus A Little Jingle For The PopuLace 
Your Shoes ! March I n Unison! Do Not Eat of The Forbidden. Do Not Attempt 
The Nall. Post Humans On The Beerline. Don't Forget To Flush! 
Your Guesst Is Not As God As Mine. They come here to Eat & They Eat 
Too Much. They Eat us out of out - house, bitter our better homes & 
bugger-up our perfect guardens. RMEMBER : It's T H E M* 
*NOTUS. Guard dogs. 
Tame Demnotus. Our Motto is Our Prop. Our Job is to make THEM gag 
gargantuan as un, une, one , won lost pee-pole, none comfortable 
& unwanton as poS.S.Bible. 
YOURS.S. TRULY, 
Your Stoolie, S 
TabAssCo. S.O. S. 
s 
Pamela Danforth, Suburban Girl 
1980' s Version 
By Dennis Tourbin 
Pamela Danforth 
Pamela Pamela. 
Two girls in one -
I must tell you about my therapist. 
He's so great. He listens to 
New Wave Music all of the time. 
Isn't that neat -
And he listens so well. 
He says I am not cured yet 
but I know I am. 
I go to him because he needs me. 
And during the week I work 
in downtown Toronto. 
If I go outside the office 
and cross the street I 
can see the CN Tower. 
And read short stories 
on the subway. Sometimes 
I will be so interested in 
the story that I will miss 
my stop on purpose -
And I think about planting 
a garden but I never ever do. 
I love parties and I always 
leave very late. I love 
Hollywood and real old movies too . 
I'm modern and sensitive and I like 
discos sometimes, and romance 
. . 1s magic-
I like talking 
on the telephone too. 
Every morning I catch the 
Go Train to work and there 
is a girl in the office who 
I absolutely hate. 
I can't imagine ever falling 
in love. I have two personalities. 
It's the business I'm in. And 
I never let them meet. 
I read Vogue and Esquire 
and know nothing about art. 
I do flea markets on Sundays 
and movies when it rains. 
I am a suburban girl 1980's version. 
Pamela Danforth. 
Pamela Pamela. 
Two girls in one -
I have breakdowns when I need them 
and I carry a gun. 
Pamela Danforth. 
Two girls in one. 
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The NIMIS Project 
By Lars Vilks 
NIMIS - a land-art sculpture by Lars Vilks of Sweden is 
built of driftwood and is 50 metres long 12 metres high and 
weighs approximately 20 tons. More than 40,000 nails 
have been used in its construction. NIMIS was sold in 
April 1984 to West German artist Joseph Beuys. 
The scene is the south of Sweden. Kullaberg is a headland 
with cliffs and wood. The north side, that is facing the 
sea, is a very remote place with few visitors. The area is a 
nature reserve. The arguments for saving this piece of 
land are: the reserve with its wild cliffs is rather unique 
and should be serving the needs of recreation. 
Meanwhile, forestry is being carried out nearby and a 
large part of the reserve area ia a golf course. One sum-
mer day, in 1980, Lars Vi/ks found driftwood that had 
gathered along the shore for decades. Vilks started to 
work with the material and was soon absorbed in explor-
ing the possibilities of the driftwood. 
114 
Vilks worked on the project for a year and a half In 
February 1982 NIMIS was reported to the County 
Administration. In August 1982 they decided that NIMIS 
was to be torn down before the 1st of February 1983. The 
judgement was appealed to the Administrational Court in 
Gothenburg. The matter was then handed over to the 
Swedish government. 
According to the authorities, NIMIS was consiaered to be 
a building disrupting the view in the landscape and creat-
ing a danger to the public. The sculpture is in fact 50 
metres long with 5 towers , the highest 12 metres. Accord-
ing to Vilks the construction is very strong and creates no 
risk for any visitors including those that choose to climb 
on it. Publicity surrounding the work has been extensive 
(press, radio, TV). During 1983, 10,000 people visited 
NIMIS. A variety of over 30 Swedish professors, art-
critics, museum officials etc. maintain that NIMIS is no 
building, that it does not disturb the landscape and that it 
should be kept intact. 
In November 1983, the Swedish Government decided that 
NIMIS (now called a 'work of wood') had to be torn down 
before June 1984. After that a further trial started in 
order to find out whether NIMIS was a crime or not. The 
trial was held in December 1983, and it took place on the 
large stones in front of NIMIS. The verdict stated that 
NIMIS was criminal, but no punishment was imposed as 
the Court found no precedent and felt that it was enough 
to let the artist dismantle the work at his own expense. 
This would cost an estimated $25,000 and involve the 
removal of about 20 tons of wood after an initial invest-
ment of 3000 hours had already gone into its assembly. 
The debate has been extensive. The majority of people in 
the area wish to keep the work intact. Also, there is a gen-
erally favourable reaction to NIMIS from those who have 
visited it. 
Vi/ks has worked not only as a conceptual artist but has 
received a grant from the University in Lund at the Insti-
tute of the History of Art to write a dissertation on his 
concept of art. The Board of Swedish Artists has given 
$10,000 towards a film project featuring the project. The 
Battle of NIMIS has been showcased in internationally. 
To date, NIMIS is the only example of land-art in 
Sweden. At this point it is also one of the largest hand-
made sculptures in the world. 
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Vilks has conjectured, ( correctly it seems), that if he is not 
the owner of NIMIS, then the proceedin[?s for the disman-
tlement of the structure will be retarded. On the one hand, 
the Swedish Government via the offices of The Ministry of 
Culture, The Ministry of Agriculture and The Prime 
Minister's Office have presented their verdict. On the 
other hand, Vilks has sold the piece to Joseph Beuys. If 
forced, Beuys will in turn sell the piece to Christo. Vilks is 
presently documenting his communications with various 
artists and artists groups that have offered to support and 
purchase the project. Last year, Rampike magazine was 
one of a number of groups and individuals that placed 
offers to purchase NIMIS. These offers were happily 
received by Vilks. Vilks is also documenting the court 
case as it progresses. He intends to release the proceed-
ings surrounding the controversy in the near future thus 
creating a performance-document and yet another facet 
to this growing sculpture. 
For furth er information on what is becoming one of the 
world's most complex hybrids of conceptual I process I 
land I performance and documentary art, read the upcom-
ing issue of Rampike or contact Lars Vilks, Box 1, S-260 
43 A rild, S weden. 
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Reality And The Value 
Of a Few Words From Its Sponsors 
By Bob Wakulich 
The allure of a T.V. commercial 
is that of a 
wino throwing up in the corner 
of a subway station. 
You ' re immediately appalled 
but see nothing else 
worth watching, 
so your eyes keep drifting back 
to the action. 
People are making money 
for no other reason than the fact 
that you exist. 
Mind you , there are brackets , 
bodies worth more points. 
You , the former Youth With Great Potential 
who have now become the Gifted Middle-Aged 
can laugh. 
You are no longer a target audience. 
But thank goodness for 
hamburger mascots . 
Now that the 
newscasts have dismembered children 
and Pro-Am Celebrity street fights , 
it ' s almost sedating to be steadily confronted 
by high-kicking bozos 
and squeaky drive-in employees 
in full regalia, singingjingles. 
These people are one 
with ground beef. 
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Actually Alive 
By Clifton Whiten 
Going to the Duke 
Your father walked a lot, you think of him 
sitting on the park benches reading 
his paper , but he avoided pubs, 
rarely had cha11ge in his pockets, just his pipe 
and paper and he strolled all over town, 
you'd find him at the Y, in out of the way places 
as you careened through your adolescence, 
now you walk these five blocks to the Duke 
and wonder how a man could occupy his time just 
walking. 
Death of a Regular 
Her absence fell like empty conversation. 
Days and nights passed in the pub 
and her boring, dreary absence 
went unnoticed. As for the other 
regulars, she had never lived, 
had just been another upheaval 
in evenings of small upheavals, 
a little woman with too much makeup 
in a French tam and shawl 
who talked too much of her Egyptian ancestry, 
smoking cigarettes in long silver holders. 
The Businesswoman 
Her mouth is a radio on full blast 
as she stands archly in her trim suit 
and cropped hair wearing broaches and 
pearls and diamonds, matching the men 
beer for beer at the bar, one hand 
on her hip, the other holding cigarette and filter 
stabbing the air in magical arcs. 
The Secretary 
She has an enormous desire to teach, 
to reach masses of people, to be a guru 
this woman with the ad-copy smile 
who hugs people in pubs to show them 
Toronto is a friendly city and friendship 
is what matters most, even between strangers. 
She does not know what she wants to teach 
but reads Dale Carnegie. 
When she hugs you her maidenf orm bra 
digs into you like a chisel. 
Loner 
With arms and legs and face 
like a photo of the horrors of Auschwitz, 
the bearded man sits tucked away 
in his corner over his beer with 
large cat's eyes staring at the crowd. 
He talks to no one, no one talks to him. 
In his lumberjacket, chainsmoking, he dangles from 
the ceiling 
like a puppet, his hands curled round his stein. 
The Nine-to-Fiver 
by Noah Zacharin 
may have seen her, she 
may have seen him, they may have 
taken this elevator to ground 
some crowded five o'clock 
this friday, 
past convention's hour they step 
in together, polarize 
for silent descent. 
until a sudden slam, 
light shudders, shuts off, dim 
back-up stutters on as the chamber 
bounces once on its cable, 
twice , stops. 
minutes free -
fall down the shaft; nothing 
of rescue, resumption of the norm 
calls out. 
the box is tense 
hum, dim 
light; 
fear-
eyes 
flit, rest a split -
second, 
lift; 
heat-
scribes lines on his forehead, sets 
a dew on down of her upper lip , raises 
moons beneath her arms, mines 
a dark diamond between his scapulae. 
they share warm birds 
of air, off er 
them back and forth, 
like lovers in the long kiss. 
sweat and breath spread 
like vines of jungle swallowing 
land, cities 
lying in ruins, 
, through this world between floors. 
names are over -
run in the tangling; in a cell 
that does not divide, melds/ 
pulses as a one-chambered heart. 
LYING: The Journals 
By Geoffrey Wonnacott 
The project is in two phases. Each phase is rep!·es~nted by a 
separate tableau. During the first tableau the artist l1es face .up 
on a low 80 inch square platform. Also on the. platform, facrng 
upwards, is a large electric office clock. Dire~·tly above the 
centre of the platform, pointing dowmt'ards, ll1 a. fixed but 
accessible position is a Polaroid SX-70 earner~ wlfh remote 
shutter release. Attendants, one of ·whom H:1/l al.ways be 
present , will release the camera shutter at 3? mmute mt~~vals · 
A sequence of photographs will automatz~ally fall ~11 ect~y 
below. for the extent of this 60 hour perw1 the ~rt1st will 
remain lying still. During the second tab/ea~ zmmedwtely fol-
lowing the first tableau, the artist is seated m front of a p~rt-
able computer with a word processing p~ogram_. He 1s facmg 
the first tableau. A printer and remote vLsual display face ~he 
entrance of the space. For the extent of this t1:elve hour penod 
the author continuously types and uses the prmt-out. 
EXCERPTS: 
5:34 P.M. 
I have been having a good conversation with a viewer. I 
have been questioned about the title of the work LYING 
an~ I have been asked if I intend more than one interpre~ 
tatio~. Yes. I do want people to question the evidence. 
That 1s all I want to say. 
The. fact th~t I ~m in control of the evidence should put 
~e m quest10n, 1t. sho~ld questio~ the situation, my inten-
tions ~nd shoul~ msp1re the part1c1pants to q~estion their 
roles m the settmg. Are YO!-! the Judge , the cntic, does this 
~ork depend on you the viewer? I am asked if I am wait-
mg for a respon~e to this. No I am just offering this to you 
for you to question. 
I thought I was having a good conversation with myself 
before ,the last !nterchange, ~ut now I h~ve forgotten. Oh 
Well. I m ~ure 1t h~d somethm.g to do with my perception 
of the audience while I was lymg or maybe it was while I 
am typing: The whole idea escapes me now and I am open 
to suggestion. 
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questions are asked by myself) Why do 1 need protection? 
This gets into a personal psychology. Am I motivated by in~ecurity. 
Why should I expose myself like this for you. Because I want this to 
be accepted? Should I confess this has been my purgation. 
platform. Now this is an abRE'ACTIDN. I am an abreACTOR. 
5:58 P.M. 
The 
Getting back to the relationsh 1 p I have with the viewers. Is it really 
necessary to continue.Does it matter. 
6:09 P.M. 
1 wish the spacing an the text had been set right from the beginning, 
don't you. 
6: 10 P. M. 
Good evening. 
If you wish to ask me a question please feel free to do so. 
I'm avaliable. 
I recognise your voice. I 
remember her. 
am answering a woman who has asked if I 
/ 
She says her name is Brigitte, and asks what my name is. 
My name is Geoffrey Paul Wonnacott. My friends and mv · family call me 
Geoff. 
You may call me anything you like. 
I have felt like I am an ob ject quite recently but that is not why I 
said that. Perhaps you would like to call me Paul. We are not 
personally acquainted except through this medium so it makes little 
Thinking more along the lines of my relationship to the 
viewers of the monitor. Some people would be better 
addressing me personally, others I think n~ed th.e same 
distancing agent that I take advantage of with this com-
puter. It will enable more personal questions to be 
directed towards me. The advantage I have 1s that I can 
refuse to answer without any loss to myself. In a normal 
interaction there are the scoring systems of interaction. 
Not just a simple one upma~ship but a fa~ subtle~ sy~tem. 
This is basic psychology. This method of mteract10n 1s my 
protection. Do I need protection? Yes. Why? (These q~es-
tions are asked by myself). Why do I need pi:otection? 
This gets into personal f sychology. Am. I motivated by 
insecurity? Why should expose myself like this for yo1:1. 
Because I want this to be accepted? Should I con{es~ this 
has been my purgation? The _Qlatform. Now this 1s an 
abREACTION, I am an abreACTOR. 
• • • • • INSI3T1TUTORALLIZATI ON 
• 
. 
, Bur ,A wu/v1ArJ 1 {s14 ANi) So~r I STAR.TED 
• HIM 
. 
IN 
~f-
c: u-
LA R /0(9@Q0 
-5. T~E't 1 VE 
. 
Pur . HIS 
. 
rtLL H & ~or !o 
W(T' fto u r T tf E"M 
ltE 13e CAME 
·S. LATER ON I HE 
SA-;D 14¥ 
~ I 
~ I 
~ I 
. 
\.v\1~ 
. 
NOTlCED THAT 
Tt-tEN ~ 
Tl-4-EN ~ . 
& T~E"N 
!~EN ~r~ 
W~EN HE 
:A\..iD 
c~AT'S H-oW 
-FiNA-LLY I t\E 
L E"A-RLIT 
ro 
iN 
THE: 
8E<iJo"iN< 
THc Y 
• LEr 
~' 
. 
I &" T S Lo~J-"t I t; RA!:, uA L l-'/ / i~t. y =foRC f.D KIM ,o 
. 
• THEtJ TH~'f SENT HIM 
. 
INTO 
'' '' . '.' 
1' \ \'' '. 
t •• '' ' •• 
• • •I'\ •••• 
, ..... ',, ... . 
. ........... . 
............. 
t'cir-1:ixi:a=x:i11 ~ : : : : : : : .· : : ·. : 
: : : : : ; :.·. (, I Ci .............. 
. .. , ............ . \.\~::\-:· ~:~·iili , ~ ::: :·oo:·:·:·::~ -s 
,Af'JD SooN HE wA-( A~L.E: TO 
./\'\VC\t LATE1( 
HE ME.T 
Af-40TH£R 
-D, 
~b 
T oD 
~or 
,buE: To TH£ 
1'i ET 1 
If E: 
HAD 
ro 
• ti\ 0 
At-JD SiNCE 
E:..VE:.R.°'t Bo.Dy 
~L~E (OT 
. 
/'v 
)-
0 
TR\E;:'D 
. 
g~CAU~~f:_..,,,._.__._...--.._...., 
~E r 
FELT 
-
llJFF /cu (. ,>,-
r o 
.Ttt-E.e_£FDRE" 1 HE" DECIDG]J To 
, o-r H-~l W1 ( g 
• IT 
Wovt-D 
~AVE 
S,E.SN 
• 
• 
, .AND HE~£ EJJ.DS T~E AuT0B10lCRA"PH'1' OF 
• AL J AS 
~~ 
AN.D ALL THE ~e ~ r 
OF YOU 
~~ 
• 
rT"AP:n=D n, UND&RG,o A~AATlONS 
OF A PHV.ncAL NA'lllRE. 7"E NIJIUE~ A"" Clllt>UUES' NA/Ki~ 
• .11,~ ANa liVEl'I NfCJC-NAtfED Hl/1 "HIN~ PoTAro '' AIID Irr 7ll'W 
- NE t:ERmlfllY WM S'MlfftNC To l.OflH<. t.lHE. ONE. It;: 
- - - - ..... I& I -
•• .. -;...--_ ....._. .....-. IL:.-......-. .... -
S TO HEAL ALL ILLNESS AND 
LUCKY CHARMS & HOLY WATER AT EACH READING. 
E 
' I ha~ailed ,n my bus•· I was left on my back suf· I was a habitual drunkard I had lost my loved ones ness•n account of ev1 I fering fron an incurable 
v11it to 
butintl 
d bad h,ends d. 
talking of 
k d I hear sa 
C~EATIVE 
be Hof drinking ind 
b luck but thank God 
urd of this holy woman 
.o Ht her and 
- -··· • L.- · -- -·· •-.,,d onta 
rv: A R K E T I N G I • ,:;:y 
ID Send me full details. 
I name 
I firm 
I 
I address 
I CROSSROAOS 
Today's more encouraging supply 
is in large part the result. 
I NOVELTY CORPORATION 
1 333 West End Ave 
The Chairman of the Board I New York, N.Y. 10023 L.: _________ _ 
•2502.2 PER COURSE. "GO FOR. IT!" 
YOU RECEIVE: 1] A U en~ STUDY BOOKLET i 
2)A U cn·success QUESTIONAIRE; 3) A 
PERSONALIZED u cn~DIPLOMA. PLUS IF 
-
'tOU ACT NOW, YOU RECEIVE THIS BONU 
RIGHT TO KNOWrm 
MEMBERSHIP CARD 
-~ 
" I F THE ACC. USED I S O N E O F U S , 
WE HAVE A RIGHT TO KNOW." afi 
~
X --------- -------- . NR me · 
\' . 
ETH NIC r, ROUP • CASTF. , NATI OUALITY 1 1DE OLOr. Y , o ru~/\ l-rI7.J\TI 0 Tl 
flf.LIGION I Sf.XUAL P fl"F.FEflF:J\! Cf. , on HOBBY 
r 
,A lJHII~ UF.CKLUND. Times Staff Writrr 
cw Ye.1 
I' y di< 
es: Eng , and 
unloaded gun, a Los Angeles 
tmly district attorney's lnvestl-
ntion has concluded. 
In a r<'port lo he officially re-
lensed today, the Los Angeles 
district attorney's office 
t neither the dead man, Jlld-
sen . 33. nor th.ff' 
, S ra Jones, 2 , D 
were gull 
oing. 
J.'Afher o( l<'lve 
"It was Just damn tragic, H tragic 
as all gel out." said Frank Sunstedt 
Jr., a deputy district nllorney In the 
prosecutor's special invesllgnllons 
division. Th ivision, which Inves-
tigates off olved shoolil'gs 
. < nt a "lraged • 
out by "a f allure of 
on a fear." 
s factory, . 
as the father of five ch dreil, had · 
one--lntn th~ h!arlrv~rrt nr hl,a Wll-
~l;.~ F O R E I G N L A N G U A G E S I • . e~:al!~ 1 
celf"I ........ ~ .•• ~ .. •r.n,"' r.1w1; _ ,,,r. ''"" s., ...... ""'' ........ ·-·--·-·-·atlves · 
r,~~ LANGUES ETRANGERES I. ngfor_ 
Sen. Alan 
----------· - -- --·-- --·- · 
FROM OUR XCTNG 
U CD™ 
CORRESPONDANCE SCHL 
D SEXUALITY 
0 POLITICS 
0 FOREIGN LANGUAGES 
D MARKETING-
NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY j 
SEXUAL I TY I. 
g 5252 1SF!i.i.f.\SCJ .•• 
© 1982 Crossroads Novelty Corp 
Paul Zelevansky 
